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^ublissfjersi'  preface 


IN  these  days  when  every  man's  hand 
seems  turned  against  the  business  man; 
when  the  government  of  which  he  is  the 
main  taxable  support  uses  his  own  money  to 
try  to  wreck  his  business;  when  the  govern- 
ment which  is  sworn  to  uphold  the  Consti- 
tution and  enforce  the  law  tries  to  wTeck  the 
Constitution  and  encourages  and  supports 
those  who  defiantly  violate  the  law  of  the 
land;  in  these  days  when  history  is  in  the 
making  (perhaps  sad  history  for  this  great 
republic),  even  then  we  find  the  habit  and 
traditions  of  thirty-five  Christmases  turning 
our  minds,  as  we  choose  the  subject  for  the 
next  volume,  to  narratives  of  those  pioneer 
days  when  freedom  was  a  treasured  posses- 
sion and  self-reliance  a  common  practice. 

With  unintentional  irony,  our  choice  this 
year  is  The  Bark  Covered  House,  a  narrative 
of  pioneer  life  in  Michigan  in  1834,  the  scene 
of  which  is  laid  almost  on  the  present  site 
of  Dearborn,  Michigan.  The  clearing  of  the 
woods,  the  fishing  and  the  hunting  in  an 
attempt  to  keep  body  and  soul  together,  and 
the  early  agricultural  endeavor  of  typical 
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pioneers— hearty,  industrious,  self-sufficient, 
and  finally  prosperous — are  all  portrayed 
practically  on  the  site  of  what  is  today  the 
great  Ford  Motor  Company. 

The  Publishers 

Christmas,  1937. 
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THE  adventurers  who  first  undertook 
the  task  of  colonizing  North  America 
found  before  them  a  forest,  apparent- 
ly limitless  in  extent.  At  its  eastern  edge 
they  settled  down,  and  alike  in  Nova  Scotia, 
in  Massachusetts,  and  in  Virginia  proceeded 
to  die  of  want  and  starvation.  Later  comers, 
profiting  by  the  lessons  which  experience  and 
the  red  men  combined  to  teach,  eventually 
adjusted  themselves  to  the  New  World 
environment  and  mastered  the  problem  of 
survival  in  the  American  forest. 

For  two  hundred  years  the  American  pio- 
neer was  a  forest  dweller,  engaged  in  the 
task  of  subduing  to  civilization  the  eastern 
half  of  the  continent;  the  rifle  and  the  axe 
were  his  indispensable  tools,  and  he  was  an 
artist  in  the  use  of  both.  About  the  middle 
of  the  nineteenth  century  he  emerged  from 
the  forest  upon  the  treeless  area  of  the  Great 
Plains.  Here  his  forest  economy  proved 
useless;  a  new  environment  must  be  con- 
quered and  for  a  generation  his  westward 
advance  was  stayed.  His  first  conception  of 
the  treeless  plains  found  grim  expression  in 
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the  words,  "Great  American  Desert,"  which 

as  recently  as  the  last  decade  of  the  nine- 
teenth century  still  adorned  the  map  of  the 
United  States  in  the  school  geographies.  On 
the  plains  of  Kansas  and  Nebraska,  as 
earlier  beside  the  shore  of  Chesapeake  Bay, 
the  newcomers  either  starved  or  beat  a  for- 
lorn and  despairing  retreat. 

Gradually,  however,  a  new  economy  was 
learned.  The  axe  gave  place  to  barbed  wire, 
the  log  cabin  to  the  sod  hut.  Subsoil  plowing 
was  practiced  and  the  art  of  dry  farming  was 
mastered.  Instead  of  regarding  trees  as  ob- 
stacles to  be  destroyed,  the  settler  came  to 
view  them  as  treasures  to  be  cherished,  and 
the  formal  birth  of  Arbor  Day  symbolized  a 
revolution  in  the  realm  of  ideas  as  sweeping 
as  any  America  has  ever  witnessed.  The 
Great  American  Desert  vanished  from  the 
school  books,  and  almost  from  living  mem- 
ory. For  a  generation  it  was  fondly  believed 
that  the  treeless  area  had  been  conquered 
and  a  successful  way  of  life  on  the  Great 
Plains  had  been  learned. 

More  recently,  grave  doubt  has  arisen 
about  the  success  of  the  Plains  economy. 
The  "Dust  Bowl"  is  but  another  name  for 
the  Great  American  Desert  and  the  economic 
difficulties  of  those  who  dwell  within  its  limits 
present  a  problem  of  grave  national  concern. 
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Whatever  its  issue  may  finally  prove  to  be, 
the  conquest  of  the  forested  portion  of  Amer- 
ica constitutes  until  now  our  greatest  national 
achievement.  Its  story  has  engaged  the  ener- 
gies of  a  generation  of  scholars,  and  almost 
unanimously  historians  regard  it  as  the  most 
significant  theme  in  the  nation's  history. 

The  narrative  of  The  Bark  Covered  House 
is  a  single  document  underlying  this  tremen- 
dous story.  It  relates  the  experiences  of  one 
family  among  the  uncounted  number  of  pio- 
neers who  for  two  hundred  years  slashed 
their  way  through  the  American  forest. 
Humble  men  live  humble  lives,  and  their 
commonplace  experiences  are  known  only  to 
themselves,  and  to  their  immediate  asso- 
ciates. The  scholar  who  seeks  to  reconstruct 
the  story  of  such  a  life  is  commonly  baffled 
because  no  one  has  bothered  to  preserve  its 
ordinary  incidents  and  experiences.  Thus 
the  things  which  are  commonplace  to  one 
generation  become  matters  wholly  unknown 
to  its  successor.  Occasionally,  however, 
someone  is  moved  to  record  the  story  of  his 
life,  and  if  the  recorder  be  competent  a  pre- 
cious picture  is  preserved  for  the  enlighten- 
ment of  future  generations.  Such  a  picture 
of  the  life  of  an  English  family  in  pioneer 
Illinois  is  Rebecca  Burlend's  narrative, 
A  True  Picture  of  Emigration^  which   was 
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reprinted  in  The  Lakeside  Classics  a  year  ago. 
The  Nowlin  family  migrated  from  the  older 
East  to  the  Michigan  frontier  and  like  the 
Burlends  its  story  has  been  preserved. 

For  reasons  which  will  presently  appear, 
however,  the  complete  family  saga  has  been 
seen  by  but  few  persons  outside  the  imme- 
diate vicinity  of  its  origin.  One  of  the  few 
exceptions  to  this  statement  is  Mr.  J. 
Christian  Bay  of  Chicago,  eminent  librarian 
and  bibliophile.  In  his  charming  essay, 
A  Handful  of  Western  Books  (Cedar  Rapids, 
1935),  he  discourses  thus  of  the  fascinations 
of  book  collecting  in  general,  and  of  The 
Bark  Covered  House  in  particular:  "Each 
man  has  some  luck,  and  deserves  it,  provided 
he  is  game  when  pure  luck  ceases.  In  all  the 
many  auction  sales  of  Americana  which  we 
have  had  since  the  Great  War,  there  has 
figured  but  one  copy,  which  I  luckily  ob- 
tained, of  a  Michigan  pioneer  narrative 
entitled  The  Bark  Covered  House^  written  by 
William  Nowlin  and  published  in  Detroit  in 
1876.  To  secure  this  was  indeed  luck.  A  splen- 
did narrative,  full  of  fine  accounts  of  pioneer 
life  and  belief,  hard  struggles  and  quaint  joys. 
There  are  one  or  two  copies  in  Michigan,  but 
I  never  traced  a  copy  anywhere  else." 

The  reasons  for  the  rarity  of  the  volume 
become  apparent  from  the  circumstances  of 
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its  authorship.  William  Nowlin  was  a  farmer 
whose  formal  schooling  was  exceedingly 
meager.  Until  his  twelfth  year  he  enjoyed 
such  educational  opportunities  as  were  af- 
forded by  the  country  school  of  a  century 
ago,  but  the  westward  migration  terminated 
his  school  days  forever.  His  literary  asso- 
ciations in  mature  life  must  have  been 
extremely  slight,  although  he  enjoyed  the 
good  fortune  of  having  as  a  family  friend  the 
Detroit  lawyer  and  litterateur^  Levi  Bishop. 
Among  the  many  services  of  the  latter  to  the 
cause  of  education,  the  encouragement  he 
gave  toward  printing  the  Nowlin  narrative 
is  not  the  least.  The  book  was  written  as  a 
tribute  of  appreciation  to  his  parents,  and 
was  printed  primarily  for  distribution  to  the 
friends  and  relatives  of  the  Nowlin  family. 
Probably  the  edition  was  a  small  one,  al- 
though one  relative  thinks  he  remembers 
seeing  a  considerable  pile  of  the  books  in 
William  Nowlin's  home.  The  same  inform- 
ant states  that  he  does  not  think  the  author 
ever  expected  or  desired  to  sell  any  copies. 
Instead  (like  Mrs.  Tillson's  narrative, which 
was  reproduced  in  The  Lakeside  Classics  in 
1 91 9)  it  was  printed  for  distribution  to 
members  and  friends  of  the  family. 

The  circumstances  attending  the  produc- 
tion of  a  book  are  always  of  interest  both  to 
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scholars  and  collectors,  and  the  authorship 
of  The  Bark  Covered  House  is  deserving  of 
some  attention.  William  Nowlin  was  an 
elderly  farmer,  whose  busy  life  had  been 
spent  in  fields  far  removed  from  that  of 
literature,  when  suddenly  in  the  winter  of 
1875,  ^^  ^^^^  aside  his  farming  tools,  en- 
trusted his  livestock  to  the  care  of  others, 
and  for  several  months  devoted  himself  to 
the  pen.  Almost  every  paragraph  of  his 
simple  narrative  breathes  his  devotion  to  the 
memory  of  his  parents,  and  this  appreciation 
was  undoubtedly  the  prime  influence  which 
induced  him  to  enter  upon  the  task  of 
authorship.  The  immediate  occasion  for  the 
work  was  the  near  approach  of  the  centen- 
nial of  national  independence.  Everywhere 
men's  thoughts  were  turned  to  the  past,  and 
to  the  achievements  which  a  century  of 
national  life  had  witnessed.  The  universal 
interest  in  the  country's  history  naturally 
induced  a  wide-spread  desire  to  have  it 
recorded,  and  in  March,  1876,  Congress  by 
formal  resolution  appealed  to  the  people  "to 
assemble  in  their  several  counties  or  towns, 
there  to  listen  to  an  historical  sketch  of  said 
county  or  town  from  its  foundation,"  and 
afterward  to  file  a  copy  of  "said  sketch"  with 
their  county  clerks  and  with  the  Library  of 
Congress.    William  Nowlin  did  not  wait  for 
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this  appeal,  nor  did  he  attempt  to  write  a 
history  of  his  county;  but  with  affectionate 
zeal  he  undertook  to  record  his  parents' 
story,  including  therein  to  considerable  ex- 
tent the  story  of  the  adjoining  rural  neigh- 
borhood. When  it  had  been  written,  the 
manuscript  was  read  and  discussed  by  nu- 
merous friends  who  united  in  the  verdict 
that  it  "should  see  the  light  and  live  for  the 
information  of  others." 

Despite  occasional  crudities,  the  literary 
style  of  The  Bark  Covered  House  is  good, 
harmonizing  admirably  with  the  character 
of  the  narrative.  Is  it  solely  William  Now- 
lin's  style,  or  did  he  profit  from  the  coopera- 
tion of  another  in  the  work  of  producing  it  .^ 
The  answer  to  this  question  introduces  us  to 
an  interesting  member  of  the  Nowlin  family, 
William's  younger  sister,  Betsey.  In  the 
book  she  is  mentioned  but  twice,  and  each 
time  the  notice  accorded  her  is  brief.  Such 
effacement  seems  to  have  been  characteristic 
of  her,  for  the  inscription  on  her  gravestone 
contains  neither  her  name  nor  her  age,  being 
confined  to  the  Spartan  record  "B.B.N,  d. 
Dec.  3,  1915."^    Yet  "Aunt  Betsey,"  as  she 

^  Living  informants  agree  that  her  name  was 
Betsey,  although  she  preferred  to  be  called  Bessie,  and 
one  relative  who  was  named  for  her  (and  whom  she 
chiefly  reared)  bore  the  latter  name. 
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was  known  in  later  years,  was  no  shrinking 
violet;  on  the  contrary,  she  was  a  vigorous, 
strong-minded  woman,  possessed  of  consid- 
erable education  and  equipped  with  a  re- 
markable memory.  She  lived  and  died  a 
spinster,  and  never  dreamed  of  lamenting  her 
single  estate.  On  the  contrary,  several  in- 
formants who  knew  her  well  unite  in  stating 
that  she  never  married  "because  she  never 
found  any  man  she  thought  good  enough  for 
her."  Having  no  family  of  her  own,  she 
cared  for  her  widowed  mother  and  aided 
effectively  in  looking  after  the  numerous 
progeny  of  her  married  relatives.  One  in- 
formant, now  an  old  man,  still  recalls  with 
mingled  feelings  the  herbal  dosing  to  which 
in  his  childhood  "Aunt  Betsey"  subjected 
him. 

Aunt  Betsey  Nowlin  undoubtedly  shared 
with  William  the  authorship  of  the  book. 
The  statements  of  living  relatives  and  neigh- 
bors who  were  in  close  touch  with  the  Now- 
lins  all  unite  in  supporting  this  conclusion. 
One  informant  states  that  it  was  common 
neighborhood  belief  at  the  time  that  x^unt 
Betsey  was  largely  responsible  for  the  vol- 
ume. Another  states  that  William  would 
visit  Betsey  (then  living  at  Nowlin  Castle) 
and  talk  over  his  recollections  with  her,  and 
that   she    would   reduce    them    to    writing. 
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Several  agree  that  in  certain  portions  of  the 
book  the  language  used  and  thoughts  ex- 
pressed are  such  as  they  would  expect  from 
Aunt  Betsey,  but  are  not  in  keeping  with 
William's  habits  of  thought  and  expression. 
The  trend  of  all  the  testimony  the  writer  has 
gathered  supports  the  conclusion  that  the 
writing  of  the  book  was  William's  idea  and 
that  most  of  its  contents  are  attributable  to 
him;  but  that  it  was  chiefly  Aunt  Betsey  who 
reduced  the  material  to  narrative  form,  and 
that  in  addition  she  supplied  an  appreciable 
portion  of  the  contents.  In  short,  she  was 
William's  co-laborer  in  the  production  of 
the  narrative. 

There  is,  of  course,  no  hint  of  impropriety 
in  this,  and  one  can  only  speculate  on  the 
reasons  which  led  the  brother  and  sister  to 
refrain  from  acknowledging  her  share  in  the 
work  of  authorship.  The  strong-willed 
woman  outlived  her  brother  a  quarter  of  a 
century,  and  for  several  years  before  her 
death  was  in  a  state  of  semi-blindness.  Her 
home  in  her  later  years  was  on  Cass  x'\ venue  in 
Detroit,  close  to  the  old  Central  High  School. 
This  is  today  the  seat  of  Wayne  University, 
where  thousands  of  students  daily  enjoy 
educational  opportunities  such  as  William 
and  Betsey  Nowlin  in  youth  could  scarcely 
have  imagined.    Yet  they  made  good  use  of 
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their  limited  literary  talents;  their  more 
fortunate  successors  can  do  no  more. 

However  tantalizing  the  gaps  in  our  knowl- 
edge of  Aunt  Betsey's  literary  activity  may 
be,  there  is  no  lack  of  information  concerning 
the  life  and  character  of  William  Nowlin. 
He  was  a  prominent  farmer  of  his  community 
who  died  less  than  fifty  years  ago,  and  there 
are  still  many  relatives  and  neighbors  who 
knew  him  well.  All  informants  agree  that  he 
was  a  fine  man  and  an  excellent  citizen.  Like 
his  father,  he  was  a  powerful  man  physically, 
over  six  feet  tall  and  weighing  well  over  two 
hundred  pounds.  An  incident  recalled  by  one 
informant  illustrates  his  physical  vigor  in  his 
later  years.  A  mechanical  hayloader  had 
been  brought  to  the  farm,  and  William 
Nowlin  was  skeptical  of  its  superiority  over 
the  older  combination  of  pitchfork  and 
muscle.  He  offered  to  pitch  a  load  of  hay  on 
the  wagon  in  less  time  than  the  machine 
could  perform  the  task,  and  in  the  race  w^hich 
ensued  he  made  good  his  challenge. 

His  personality  was  in  keeping  with  his 
physical  stature.  He  bore  himself  with  dig- 
nity and  was  slow  to  discuss  his  personal 
affairs.  He  was  a  kindly  man,  absolutely 
honest,  a  hard  worker,  and  fair  in  his  rela- 
tions with  his  fellows.  Although  slow  to  an- 
ger,  he  was  not  incapable  of  it.    Another 
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story  told  by  the  same  informant  illustrates 
certain  of  his  traits.  One  of  William's  step- 
sons was  driving  the  cows  home,  and  un- 
known to  the  boy,  William  was  observing 
him.  The  boy  had  been  eating  a  slice  of 
watermelon,  and  was  amusing  himself  by 
offering  the  rind  to  a  young  heifer  and  when 
the  animal  sought  to  seize  it  in  her  mouth, 
suddenly  withdrawing  it.  The  father  rushed 
upon  him,  and  conducted  him  to  a  tree  near- 
by, where  he  cut  a  switch  and  gave  the  boy 
a  thorough  thrashing.  In  his  presence  one 
did  not  abuse  a  dumb  animal  with  impunity. 
The  economic  aspect  of  William  Nowlin's 
career  presents  a  well-nigh  perfect  picture  of 
American  farm  life  at  its  best.  For  years  he 
labored  loyally  beside  his  father  to  wrest  the 
parental  acres  from  the  virgin  wilderness  and 
transform  them  into  a  civilized  home.  Upon 
marrying,  he  began  life  humbly  enough  upon 
the  forty-two  acres  at  the  south  end  of  his 
father's  farm  which  his  parent  assigned  to 
him.  Presently  he  exchanged  this  holding 
(plus  $150)  for  a  tract  lying  half  a  mile  to  the 
westward  in  Section  ^^.  Here  he  made  his 
home  for  almost  half  a  century,  and  here  his 
remains  lie  buried.  As  the  years  passed,  he 
gradually  added  to  his  original  holding  until 
he  owned  the  greater  part  of  Section  ^;^y  com- 
prising  over   400    acres   of  excellent   land. 
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Through  it  runs  the  north  branch  of  the 
Ecorse,  which,  as  the  narrative  relates,  is  a 
surface  stream  subject  to  violent  overflow. 
That  portion  of  the  farm  which  was  thus 
overflowed  was  periodically  automatically 
renewed,  rendering  artificial  fertilization  un- 
necessary. So  rich  was  the  soil  that  one 
credits  with  difficulty  the  stories  that  are 
told  concerning  it.  One  man  recalls  fields  of 
rye  seven  feet  high  and  crops  of  corn  so  tall 
that  in  shocking  it  the  farm  hands  would  cut 
the  stalks  2><  or  3  feet  above  the  ground  in 
order  to  enable  them  to  reach  the  proper 
place  to  gather  them  together  for  tying.  In 
truth  it  was  a  "goodly  land"  to  which  John 
Nowlin  had  led  his  family  in  the  spring  of 

In  later  years  \\  illiam  Nowlin  devoted 
much  of  his  energy  to  cattle  raising,  conduct- 
ing this  operation,  like  all  others,  with  a  high 
degree  of  efficiency.  Each  season  he  would 
have  a  herd  of  fat  steers  ready  for  market, 
and  his  reputation  for  quality  was  such  that 
Detroit  buyers  would  come  to  his  farm  to 
compete  for  them,  the  successful  bidder  ship- 
ping them  East  to  supply  the  New  York 
demand  for  meat  of  fancy  quality. 

Successful  in  business,  William  Nowlin  was 
no  less  fortunate  in  his  choice  of  a  wife.  She 
was  his  boyhood  neighbor  and  friend,  Adelia 
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Travis.  Ralph  Lord,  her  nephew,  for  whom 
she  played  the  role  of  foster-mother  from 
1877  until  her  death  five  years  later,  speaks 
of  her  with  affection  and  respect.  Another 
relative  characterizes  her  as  "a  lovely 
woman."  After  her  death,  William  Nowlin 
contracted  a  second  marriage,  this  time  with 
Anna  Crandell,  a  much  younger  woman  than 
himself.  They  had  one  child,  a  daughter, 
who  died  while  still  a  baby.  Several  children 
of  the  first  marriage  had  died  years  before, 
but  three  sons,  all  mature  men,  survived 
him.  They  did  not  long  remain  on  the  farm, 
however,  which  soon  passed  into  alien  hands. 
The  longest  life  is  but  brief,  and  the 
achievements  of  the  most  successful  man  are 
soon  but  a  memory.  Little  more  than  a  cen- 
tury has  passed  since  John  Nowlin  and  his 
son,  with  guns  on  shoulders,  trudged  west- 
ward from  Detroit  along  the  Chicago  Road 
in  search  of  their  new  home  in  the  West,  and 
less  than  half  a  century  since  William  re- 
signed the  cares  of  life.  Yet  how  changed  the 
scene  of  their  labors.  The  rural  village  of 
Dearborn  has  become  a  busy  industrial  city, 
the  home  of  perhaps  the  greatest  factory  in 
the  world.  The  primitive  Chicago  and  Tele- 
graph roads  have  become  superhighways  200 
feet  wide,  along  which  night  and  day  roll 
almost  unbroken  streams  of  traffic.    Nowlin 
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Castle,  the  old-age  home  of  the  pioneer,  still 
stands,  although  shorn  of  its  earlier  glory. 
This  and  the  family  cemetery  afford  the  only 
visible  reminders  of  the  activities  of  the 
Nowlin  family.  The  hand  of  the  subdivider 
is  upon  all  the  region;  the  pioneer  homes  of 
Joseph  Pardee  and  Henry  Travis,  like  those 
of  John  and  William  Nowlin  have  vanished, 
along  with  the  red  man,  the  timber,  and  the 
black  ash  swamps.  The  bed  of  the  Ecorse 
still  remains,  dry  throughout  most  of  the 
year,  but  no  pickerel  come  up  from  the  De- 
troit to  deposit  their  spawn  and  fall  victims 
of  the  pioneer  hunter.  In  the  little  cemetery 
on  the  sand  ridge  near-by  sleeps  the  original 
pioneer,  together  with  his  author-son  and 
daughter  and  several  of  his  other  children. 
His  living  descendants  are  scattered  far  and 
wide;  the  ancestral  acres  have  passed  into 
the  hands  of  strangers,  busy  in  their  turn 
with  the  labors  and  problems  which  everyday 
living  presents. 

The  story  of  the  writing  of  The  Bark  Cov- 
ered House  has  been  sufficiently  recited  above. 
The  book  was  printed  at  Detroit  in  1876, 
evidently  as  a  piece  of  job-work,  with  nu- 
merous inconsistencies  of  spelling  and  punc- 
tuation. A  few  years  later  an  incomplete 
reprinting  was  included  in  Volume  IV  of  The 
Michigan  Pioneer  and  Historical  Collections. 
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This  volume,  of  course,  is  found  in  many 
libraries;  but  many  passages,  including  nu- 
merous pages  and  half  a  dozen  entire  chap- 
ters of  the  original  edition  are  missing  from 
the  reprint.  Until  the  present  time,  no  other 
edition  has  been  undertaken;  the  present 
edition  reproduces  the  original  verbatim, 
save  for  the  correction  of  a  few  misspellings 
and  one  or  two  erroneous  dates;  and  for  the 
elimination  of  a  very  few  obvious  crudities 
of  composition  which  a  competent  publisher 
would  have  eliminated  in  the  first  edition. 

M.  M.  QUAIFE 

Detroit,  November  i,  1937. 
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I  LITTLE  thought  when  I  left  my  farm 
yards,  horses  and  cattle  in  the  care  of 
other  men,  and  began  to  write,  that  I 
should  spend  nearly  all  the  winter  of  1875  ^^ 
writing;  much  less,  that  I  should  offer  the 
product  of  such  labor  to  the  public,  in  the 
Centennial  Year.  But  I  have  been  urged  to 
do  so  by  many  friends,  both  learned  and  un- 
learned, who  have  read  the  manuscript,  or 
listened  to  parts  of  it.  They  think  the  work, 
although  written  by  a  farmer,  should  see  the 
light  and  live  for  the  information  of  others. 
One  of  these  is  Levi  Bishop,^  of  Detroit,  who 

^  Levi  Bishop  came  to  Detroit  from  Massachusetts  in 
1835  ^°  follow  his  trade  of  shoemaker.  On  July  4,  1839, 
fate  intervened  in  his  career  in  the  guise  of  an  exploding 
cannon,  which  blew  off  his  right  hand.  He  thereupon 
deserted  the  last  for  the  law,  and  eventually  became  a 
leading  member  of  the  Detroit  bar.  He  devoted  much 
time  to  public  education,  and  the  Bishop  Union  School 
was  named  in  recognition  of  this  service.  As  regent  of 
the  University  of  Michigan  he  was  influential  in  pro- 
curing the  dismissal  of  President  Tappan,  one  of  the 
ablest  presidents  in  the  history  of  the  University. 
Bishop  manifested  much  interest  in  historical  subjects, 
and  in  poetical  composition.  In  1870  he  published 
Teuchsa  Grondie,  a   10,000-line  composition  which  he 
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was  long  a  personal  triend  of  my  father  and 
his  family,  and  has  recently  read  the  manu- 
script. He  is  now  President  of  the  "Wayne 
County  Pioneer  Society,"  and  is  widely 
known  as  a  literary  man,  poet  and  author. 

\V.  N. 

himself  believed  to  be  "the  longest  and  most  elaborate 
epic  poem  ever  yet  produced  by  an  American  author." 
A  few  years  later  he  published  another  poem  of  800 
verses  dealing  with  the  recent  Civil  War.  He  was  an 
able  lawyer,  a  useful  and  successful  citizen,  and  a  less 
than  mediocre  poet. 
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SKETCH  of  the  lives  of  John  and  Me- 
linda  Nowlin;  of  their  journeying  and 
settlement  in  Michigan. 

Thrilling  scenes  and  incidents  of  pioneer 
life,  of  hopes  and  fears,  of  ups  and  downs,  of 
a  life  in  the  woods;  continuing  until  the 
gloom  and  darkness  of  the  forest  were  chased 
away,  by  the  light  of  civilization,  and  the 
long  battle  for  a  home  had  been  fought  by 
the  pioneer  soldiers  and  they  had  gained  a 
signal  victory  over  nature  herself. 

Hope  never  forsook  them  in  the  darkest 
hours,  but  beckoned  and  cheered  them  on  to 
the  conquest  of  the  wilderness.  When  that 
was  consummated  hope  hovered  and  sat 
upon  her  pedestal  of  realization.  For  better 
days  had  come  for  the  pioneers  in  the  coun- 
try they  had  found.  Tlien  was  heard  the 
joyful,  enchanting  "Harvest  Home;"  songs 
of  "Peace  and  Plenty." 

Crowned  with  honor,  prosperity  and  hap- 
piness— for  a  time. 
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I  HAVE  delineated  the  scenes  of  this  nar- 
rative, from  time  to  time,  as  they  took 
place.  I  thought  at  the  time  when  they 
occurred  that  some  of  them  were  against  me. 

I  do  not  place  this  volume  before  its  read- 
ers that  I  may  gain  any  applause;  I  have 
sought  to  say  no  more  of  myself  than  was 
necessary. 

This  is  a  labor  of  love,  written  to  perpetu- 
ate the  memory  of  some  most  noble  lives, 
among  whom  were  my  father  and  mother 
who  sought  a  home  in  the  forests  of  Michigan 
at  an  early  day.  Being  then  quite  young,  I 
kept  no  record  of  dates  or  occurrences,  and 
this  book  is  mostly  sketched  from  memory. 

It  is  a  history  of  my  parents'  struggles  and 
triumphs  in  the  wilderness.  It  ought  to  en- 
courage all  who  read  it,  since  not  many  begin 
life  in  a  new  country  with  fewer  advantages 
than  they. 

It  is  said  that  "Truth  is  stranger  than 
fiction."  In  this  I  have  detailed  the  walks  of 
ordinary  life  in  the  woods.  In  these  pictures 
there  is  truth.  xAU  and  more  than  I  have  said 
have  been  realized.    My  observations  have 
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been  drawn  from  my  own  knowledge,  in  the 
main,  but  I  am  indebted  to  my  sisters  for 
some  incidents  related.  Together,  with  our 
brother,  we  often  sat  around  the  clay  hearth 
and  listened  to  father's  stories,  words  of 
encouragement  and  counsel.  Together  we 
shared  and  endured  the  fears,  trials  and 
hardships  of  a  pioneer  life. 

This  work  cannot  fail  to  be  of  deep  interest 
to  all  persons  of  similar  experience;  and  to 
their  descendants  for  ages  to  come  who  can 
never  too  fully  appreciate  the  blessings 
earned  for  them  by  their  parents  and  others 
amid  hardships,  privations  and  sufferings  (in 
a  new  country)  the  half  of  which  can  never 
be  told. 
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The   Bark  Covered  House; 
or,  Back  in  the  Woods  Again 


MELINDA  NOWLIN 


The 
Bark  Covered  House 

OR 

Back  in  the  Woods  Again 
Chapter  I 

TALKING  OF  MICHIGAN 

MY  father  was  born  in  1793,  and  my 
mother  in  1802,  in  Putnam  County, 
State  of  New  York.  Their  names 
were  John  and  Melinda  Nowlin.  Mother's 
maiden  name  was  Light. 

My  father  owned  a  small  farm  of  twenty- 
five  acres,  in  the  town  of  Kent,  Putnam 
County,  New  York,  about  sixty  miles  from 
New  York  City.  We  had  plenty  of  fruit, 
apples,  pears,  quinces  and  so  forth,  also  a 
never  failing  spring.  He  bought  another 
place  about  half  a  mile  from  that.  It  was 
very  stony,  and  father  worked  very  hard.  I 
remember  well  his  building  stone  wall. 
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But  hard  work  would  not  do  it.  He  could 
not  pay  for  the  second  place.  It  involved 
him  so  that  we  were  in  danger  of  losing  the 
place  where  we  lived. 

He  said,  it  was  impossible  for  a  poor  man 
to  get  along  and  support  his  family;  that 
he  never  could  get  any  land  for  his 
children  there,  and  he  would  sell  what  he 
had  and  go  to  a  better  country,  where  land 
was  cheap  and  where  he  could  get  land  for 
them. 

He  talked  much  of  the  territory  of  Michi- 
gan. He  went  to  one  of  the  neighbors  and 
borrowed  a  geographv.  1  recollect  very  well 
some  things  that  it  stated.  It  was  Morse's 
geography,^  and  it  said  that  the  territory  of 
Michigan  was  a  very  fertile  country,  that  it 
was  nearly  surrounded  by  great  lakes,  and 
that  wild  grapes  and  other  wild  fruit  grew  in 
abundance. 

'Jedediah  Morse,  "father  of  American  geography," 
was  the  father  also  of  Samuel  F.  B.  Morse,  inventor  ot 
the  electric  telegraph.  While  still  in  his  early  twenties, 
Morse  produced  in  1784  the  first  geography  published 
in  the  United  States.  Various  geographies  and  gazetteers 
in  a  variety  of  editions  followed  and  their  acceptance 
by  the  public  was  such  that  throughout  the  author's 
lifetime  his  geographies  "virtually  monopolized  their 
field  in  the  United  States."  Presumably  the  work  con- 
sulted by  Nowlin  was  one  of  the  many  editions  ot  The 
Amtrlcan  Universal  Geography. 
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Father  then  talked  continually  of  Michi- 
gan, Mother  was  very  much  opposed  to 
leaving  her  home.  I  was  the  eldest  of  five 
children,  about  ten  or  eleven  years  of  age, 
when  the  word  Michigan  grated  upon  my 
ear."*  I  am  not  able  to  give  dates  in  full,  but 
all  of  the  incidents  I  relate  are  facts.  Some 
of  them  occurred  over  forty  years  ago,  and 
are  given  mostly  from  memory,  without  the 
aid  of  a  diary.  Nevertheless,  most  of  them 
are  now  more  vivid  and  plain  to  my  mind 
than  some  things  which  transpired  within 
the  past  year.  I  was  very  much  opposed  to 
going  to  Michigan,  and  did  all  that  a  boy  of 
my  age  could  do  to  prevent  it.  The  thought 
of  Indians,  bears  and  wolves  terrified  me, 
and  the  thought  of  leaving  my  schoolmates 
and  native  place  was  terrible.  My  parents 
sent  me  to  school  when  in  New  York,  but  I 
have  not  been  to  school  a  day  since.  My 
mother's  health  was  very  poor.  Her  physi- 
cian feared  that  consumption  of  the  lungs 
was  already  seated.  Many  of  her  friends 
said  she  would  not  live  to  get  to  Michigan  if 
she  started.  She  thought  she  could  not,  and 
said,  that  if  she  did,  herself  and  family  would 

^William  Xowlin  was  born  Sept.  25,  1821,  This  state- 
ment would  indicate  that  the  family  talk  about  Michi- 
gan began  about  1831  or  1832.  The  migration  v/as 
made  in  1833-34. 
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be  killed  by  the  Indians,  perish  in  the  wilder- 
ness, or  starve  to  death.  The  thought  too,  of 
leaving  her  friends  and  the  members  of  the 
church,  to  which  she  was  very  much  attached, 
was  terribly  afflicting.  She  made  one  request 
of  father,  which  was  that  when  she  died  he 
would  take  her  back  to  New  York,  and 
lay  her  in  the  grave  yard  by  her  ancestors. 

Father  had  made  up  his  mind  to  go  to 
Michigan,  and  nothing  could  change  him. 
He  sold  his  place  in  1832,  hired  a  house  for 
the  summer,  then  went  down  to  York,  as 
we  called  it,  to  get  his  outfit.  Among  his 
purchases  were  a  rifle  for  himself  and  a  shot 
gun  for  me.  He  said  when  we  went  to  Michi- 
gan it  should  be  mine.  I  admired  his  rifle 
very  much.  It  was  the  first  one  I  had  ever 
seen.  After  trying  his  rifle  a  few  days,  shoot- 
ing at  a  mark,  he  bade  us  good-by,  and 
started  "to  view"  in  Michigan. 

I  think  he  was  gone  six  or  eight  weeks, 
when  he  returned  and  told  us  of  his  adven- 
tures and  the  country.  He  said  he  had  a 
very  hard  time  going  up  Lake  Erie.  A  terri- 
ble storm  caused  the  old  boat,  "Sheldon 
Thompson"^   to   heave,   and   its   timber   to 

°The  Sheldon  Thompson  was  not  an  old  boat  in  1833 
(the  probable  date  of  this  journey,  rather  than  1832), 
but  it  may  well  have  seemed  so  to  the  passenizer,  un- 
familiar with  the  conditions  surrounding  early  steam- 
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creak  in  almost  every  joint.  He  thought  it 
must  go  down.  He  went  to  his  friend,  Mr. 
George  Purdy,  (who  is  now  an  old  resident 
of  the  town  of  Dearborn)  said  to  him:  "You 
had  better  get  up;  we  are  going  down!  The 
Captain  says  'every  man  on  deck  and  look 
out  for  himself.'"  Mr.  Purdy  was  too  sick 
to  get  up.  The  good  old  steamer  weathered 
the  storm  and  landed  safely  at  Detroit. 

Father  said  that  Michigan  was  a  beautiful 
country,  that  the  soil  was  as  rich  as  a  barn- 
yard, as  level  as  a  house  floor,  and  no  stones 
in  the  way.  (I  here  state,  that  he  did  not  go 
any  farther  west  than  where  he  bought  his 
land.)  He  also  said  he  had  bought  eighty 
acres  of  land,  in  the  town  of  Dearborn,  two 
and  a  half  miles  from  a  little  village,  and 
twelve  miles  from  the  city  of  Detroit.  Said 
he  would  buy  eighty  acres  more,  east  of  it, 
after  he  moved  in  the  spring,  which  would 
make  it  square,  a  quarter  section.    He  said 

boat  navigation  on  the  Great  Lakes.  From  1818  to 
1826  there  was  but  one  steam  vessel  on  Lake  Erie — the 
Walk-in-the-Water^  1818-22,  and  the  Superior^  1822-26. 
Several  small  steamboats  were  built  in  the  latter  year, 
the  Henry  Clay,  IVilliam  Penn,  Niagara^  and  Enter- 
prise. The  Sheldon  Thompson  was  built  at  Huron  in 
1830,  and  in  August  made  her  first  trip  to  Mackinac 
and  Green  Bay.  The  vessel,  of  242  tons  burden,  had 
three  masts,  being  the  first  steamer  of  this  type  on  the 
Upper  Lakes. 
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it  was  as  near  Detroit  as  he  could  get  govern- 
ment land,  and  he  thought  Detroit  would 
always  be  the  best  market  in  the  country. 

P'ather  had  a  mother,  three  sisters,  one 
brother  and  an  uncle  living  in  Unadilla 
Country^  N.  Y.  He  wished  very  much  to  see 
them,  and,  as  they  were  about  one  hundred 
and  fifty  miles  on  his  way  to  Michigan,  he 
concluded  to  spend  the  winter  with  them. 
Before  he  was  ready  to  start  he  wrote  to  his 
uncle.  Griffin  Smith,  to  meet  him,  on  a  cer- 
tain day,  at  Catskill,  on  the  Hudson  river. 
I  cannot  give  the  exact  date,  but  remember 
that  it  was  in  the  fall  of  1833. 

The  neighbor,  of  whom  we  borrowed  the 
old  geography,  wished  very  much  to  go  West 
with  us,  but  could  not  raise  the  means. 
When  we  started  we  passed  by  his  place;  he 
was  lying  dead  in  his  house.  Thus  were  our 
hearts,  already  sad,  made  sadder. 

^Apparently  first  printed  "Unadilla  Country,"  and 
later  corrected  to  "County."  There  is  no  Unadilla 
County,  but  the  village  of  Unadilla  is  in  southwestern 
Otsego  County,  on  the  Susquehanna  River. 

This  is  but  one  of  several  curious  type  corrections  in 
the  book  which  must  have  been  made  by  the  printer. 
The  method  employed  was  that  of  pasting  over  the 
erroneous  spelling  a  tiny  piece  of  paper  on  which  the 
correct  letters  were  printed.  The  pasting  was  done  by 
hand,  and  usually  the  letters  thus  supplied  are  notice- 
ablv  out  of  line. 
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We  traveled  twenty-five  miles  in  a  wagon, 
which  brought  us  to  Poughkeepsie,  on  the 
Hudson  river,  then  took  a  night  boat  for 
Catskill  where  uncle  was  to  meet  us  the  next 
morning.  Before  we  reached  Catskill,  the 
captain  said  that  he  would  not  stop  there. 
Father  said  he'  must.  The  captain  said  he 
would  not  stop  for  a  hundred  dollars  as  his 
boat  was  behind  time.  But  he  and  father 
had  a  little  private  conversation,  and  the 
result  was  he  did  stop.  The  captain  told  his 
men  to  be  careful  of  the  things,  and  we  were 
helped  off  in  the  best  style  possible.  I  do  not 
know  what  changed  the  captain's  mind,  per- 
haps he  was  a  Mason.  Uncle  met  us,  and 
our  things  were  soon  on  his  wagon.  Now, 
our  journey  lay  over  a  rough,  hilly  country, 
and  I  remember  it  was  very  cold.  I  think 
we  passed  over  some  of  the  smaller  Catskill 
Mountains.  My  delicate  mother,  wrapt  as 
best  she  could  be,  with  my  little  sister  (not 
then  a  year  old)  in  her  arms,  also  the  other 
children,  rode.  Father  and  I  walked  some  of 
the  way,  as  the  snow  was  quite  deep  on  the 
mountains.  He  carried  his  rifle,  and  I  my 
shot-gun  on  our  shoulders.  Our  journey  was 
a  tedious  one,  for  we  got  along  very  slowly; 
but  we  finally  arrived  at  Unadilla.  There 
we  had  many  friends  and  passed  a  pleasant 
winter.    I  liked  the  country  better  than  the 
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one  we  left,  and  we  all  tried  to  get  father  to 
buy  there,  and  giv^e  up  the  idea  of  going  to 
Michigan.  But  a  few  years  satisfied  us  that 
he  knew  the  best. 

Early  in  the  spring  of  1834  we  left  our 
friends  weeping,  for,  as  they  expressed  it, 
they  thought  we  were  goiilg  "out  of  the 
world."  Here  I  will  give  some  lines  com- 
posed and  presented  to  father  and  mother  by 
father's  sister,  N.  Covey,  which  will  give  her 
idea  of  our  undertaking  better  than  any 
words  I  can  frame: 

"Dear  Brother  and  Sister,  we  must  bid  you  adieu, 
We  hope  that  the  Lord  will  deal  kindly  with  you, 
Protect  and  defend  you,  wherever  you  go. 
If  Christ  is  your  friend,  sure  you  need  fear  no  foe. 

The  distance  doth  seem  great,  to  which  you  are  bound, 
But  soon  we  must  travel  on  far  distant  ground, 
And  if  we  prove  faithful  to  God's  grace  and  love, 
If  we  ne'er  meet  before,  we  shall  all  meet  above." 

About  twenty  years  later  this  aunt,  her 
husband  and  nine  children  (they  left  one 
son)  sons-in-law,  daughters-in-law  and 
grand-children  visited  us.  Uncle  had  sold 
his  nice  farm  in  Unadilla  and  come  to  settle 
his  very  intelligent  family  in  Michigan.  He 
settled  as  near  us  as  he  could  get  government 
land  sufficient  for  so  large  a  family.  With 
most  of  this  numerous  family  near  him,  he  is 
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at  this  day  a  sprightly  old  man,  respected  (so 
far  as  I  know)  by  all  who  know  him,  from 
Unionville  to  Bay  City. 

Now  as  I  have  digressed,  I  must  go  back 
and  continue  the  story  of  our  journey  from 
Unadilla  to  Michigan.  As  soon  as  naviga- 
tion opened,  in  the  spring,  we  started  again 
with  uncle's  team  and  wagon.  In  this  man- 
ner we  traveled  about  fifty  miles  which 
brought  us  to  Utica.  There  we  embarked  on 
a  canal  boat  and  moved  slowly  night  and 
day,  to  invade  the  forests  of  Michigan. 
Sometimes  when  we  came  to  a  lock  father 
got  off  and  walked  a  mile  or  two.  On  one  of 
these  occasions  I  accompanied  him,  and 
when  we  came  to  a  favorable  place,  father 
signaled  to  the  steersman,  and  he  turned  the 
boat  up.  Father  jumped  on  to  the  side  of 
the  boat.  I  attempted  to  follow  him,  did 
not  jump  far  enough,  missed  my  hold  and 
went  down,  by  the  side  of  the  boat,  into  the 
water.  However,  father  caught  my  hand  and 
lifted  me  out.  They  said  that  if  he  had  not 
caught  me,  I  must  have  been  crushed  to 
death,  as  the  boat  struck  the  side  the  same 
minute.  That,  certainly,  would  have  been 
the  end  of  my  journey  to  Michigan.  When 
it  was  pleasant  we  spent  part  of  the  time  on 
deck.  One  day  mother  left  my  little  brother, 
then  four  vears  old,  in  care  of  mv  oldest 
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sister,  Rachel.  He  concluded  to  have  a  rock 
in  an  easv  chair,  rocked  over  and  took  a 
cold  bath  in  the  canal.  Mother  and  I  were 
in  the  cabin.  When  we  heard  the  cry  "Over- 
board!" we  rushed  on  deck,  and  the  first 
thing  we  saw  was  a  man  swimming  with 
something  ahead  of  him.  It  proved  to  be 
my  brother,  held  by  one  strong  arm  of  an 
English  gentleman.  He  did  not  strangle 
much;  some  said  the  Englishman  might 
have  waded  out,  in  that  case  he  would  not 
have  strangled  any,  as  he  had  on  a  full-cloth 
overcoat,  which  held  him  up  until  the  Eng- 
lishman got  to  him.  Be  that  as  it  may,  the 
Englishman  was  our  ideal  hero  for  many 
years,  for  by  his  bravery  and  skill,  unparal- 
leled by  anything  we  had  seen,  he  had  saved 
our  brother  from  a  watery  grave. 

That  brother  is  now  the  John  Smith 
Nowlin,  of  Dearborn. ■^ 

Nothing  more  of  importance  occurred 
while    we    were    on    the    canal.     When    we 

'John  Smith  XowHn,  the  subject  of  this  adventure, 
was  born  in  Putnam  County,  New  York,  June  13,  1829, 
and  died  at  BurHngame,  Kansas,  November  I4,  1902. 
He  was  twice  married,  and  several  of  his  children  still 
live  in  Detroit.  He  spent  the  later  half  of  his  lite 
in  Kansas,  saving  a  three-year  period  following  the 
death  of  William  5sowlin  in  1889,  when  he  returned  to 
Michigan  to  operate  the  farm  left  by  the  latter  to  his 
heirs. 
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arrived  at  Buffalo  the  steamer,  "  Michigan,"^ 
then  new,  just  ready  for  her  second  trip,  lay 
at  her  wharf  ready  to  start  the  next  morning. 
Thinking  we  would  get  a  better  night's  rest, 
at  a  public  house,  than  on  the  steamer  father 
sought  one,  but  made  a  poor  choice. 

Father  had  four  or  five  hundred  dollars, 
which  were  mostly  silver,  he  thought  this 
would  be  more  secure  and  unsuspected  in 
mother's  willow  basket,  which  would  be 
thought  to  contain  only  wearing  apparel  for 
the  child.    We  had  just  got  nicely  installed 

*  The  Michigan  was  launched  at  Detroit  in  1833,  and 
until  1837  was  regarded  as  the  finest  steamer  on  the 
Upper  Lakes.  The  builder  and  owner  was  Oliver  New- 
berry of  Detroit,  elder  brother  of  Walter  L.  Newberry 
of  subsequent  Chicago  fame. 

An  innovation  of  the  Michigan  which  seems  never  to 
have  been  copied  on  other  boats  was  the  installation  of 
two  separate  engines,  one  on  each  side,  and  each  inde- 
pendent of  the  other.  The  arrangement  gave  increased 
power  (the  engines  on  early  lake  steamers  were  fre- 
quently woefully  weak)  and  in  smooth  water  worked 
well  enough.  In  stormy  weather,  one  side-wheel  might 
be  laboring  deep  under  water,  while  the  other  spun 
wildly  above  it,  thereby  jerking  the  vessel  from  side  to 
side,  with  consequences  unpleasant  to  the  passengers. 
The  voyage  the  Nowlins  undertook  was  made  on  the 
finest  ship  then  on  the  Great  Lakes.  The  experiences, 
which  passengers  who  embarked  on  smaller  and  less 
imposing  ships  might  undergo,  are  illustrated  in  the 
opening  pages  of  Mrs.  Kinzie's  fVau  Bun,  published  in 
the  Lakeside  Classics  series  for  1933. 
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and  father  gone  to  make  preparations  for  our 
embarkation  on  the  "Michigan,"  when  the 
lady  of  the  house  came  by  mother  and,  as  if 
to  move  it  a  little,  lifted  her  basket.  Then 
she  said,  "You  must  have  plenty  of  monev, 
your  basket  is  very  heavy." 

When  father  came,  and  mother  told  him 
the  liberty  the  lady  had  taken,  he  did  not 
like  it  much,  and  I  am  sure  I  felt  anything 
but  easy. 

But  father  called  for  a  sleeping  room  with 
three  beds,  and  we  were  shown  up  three 
flights  of  stairs,  into  a  dark,  dismal  room, 
with  no  window,  and  but  one  door.  Mother 
saw  us  children  in  bed,  put  the  basket  of  sil- 
ver between  my  little  brother  and  me,  and 
then  went  down.  The  time  seemed  long,  but 
finally  father  and  mother  came  up.  I  felt 
much  safer  then.  Late  in  the  ev^ening  a  man, 
with  a  candle  in  one  hand,  came  into  the 
room,  looked  at  each  bed  sufficiently  to  see 
who  was  in  it.  When  he  came  to  father's 
bed,  which  proved  to  be  the  last,  as  he  went 
round,  father  asked  him  what  he  wanted 
there.  He  said  he  was  looking  for  an  um- 
brella. Father  said  he  would  give  him 
umbrella,  caught  him  by  the  sleeve  of  his 
coat;  but  he  proved  to  be  stronger  than  his 
coat  for  he  fled  leaving  one  sleeve  of  a  nice 
broadcloth   coat   in   father's   hand.     Father 
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then  put  his  knife  over  the  door-latch.  I 
began  to  breathe  more  freely,  but  there  was 
no  sleep  for  father  or  mother,  and  but  little 
for  me,  that  night. 

Everything  had  been  quiet  about  two 
hours  when  we  heard  steps,  as  of  two  or 
three,  coming  very  quietly,  in  their  stocking 
feet.  Father  rose,  armed  himself  with  a 
heavy  chair  and  waited  to  receive  them. 

Mother  heard  the  door-latch,  and  fearing 
that  father  would  kill,  or  be  killed,  spoke,  as 
if  not  wishing  them  to  hear,  and  said:  "John 
have  the  pistols  ready,"  (it  will  be  remem- 
bered that  we  had  pistols  in  place  of  revol- 
vers in  those  days)  "and  the  moment 
they  open  the  door  shoot  them."  This 
stratagem  w^orked;  they  retired  as  still  as 
possible. 

In  about  two  or  three  hours  more,  they 
came  again,  and  although  father  told  mother 
to  keep  still,  she  said  again:  "Be  ready 
now  and  blow  them  down  the  moment  they 
burst  open  the  door." 

Away  they  went  again,  but  came  once 
more  just  before  daylight,  stiller  if  possible 
than  ever;  father  was  at  his  station,  chair  in 
hand,  but  mother  was  determined  all  should 
live,  if  possible,  so  she  said  "They  are  com- 
ing again,  shoot  the  first  one  that  enters!" 
&c.,  &c. 
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They  found  that  we  were  awake  and,  no 
doubt,  thought  that  they  would  meet  with 
a  little  warmer  reception  than  they  wished. 
Father  really  had  no  weapons  with  him  ex- 
cept the  chair  and  knife.  I  said,  the  room 
had  no  window,  consequently,  it  was  as  dark 
at  daylight  as  at  midnight.  The  only  way 
we  could  tell  when  it  was  daylight  was  by 
the  noise  on  the  street. 

When  father  went  down,  in  the  morning, 
he  inquired  for  the  landlord  and  the  man 
that  came  into  his  room;  but  the  landlord 
and  the  man  with  one  sleeve  were  not  to  be 
found.  Father  complained  to  the  landlady, 
of  being  disturbed,  and  showed  her  the  coat- 
sleeve.  She  said  it  must  have  been  an  old 
man,  who  usually  slept  in  that  room,  look- 
ing for  a  bed. 

We  went  immediately  to  our  boat.  As 
father  was  poor  and  wished  to  economize, 
he  took  steerage  passage,  as  we  had  warm 
clothes  and  plenty  of  bedding,  he  thought 
this  the  best  that  he  could  afford.  Our  head- 
quarters were  on  the  lower  deck.  In  a  short 
time  steam  was  up,  and  we  bade  farewell  to 
Buffalo,  where  we  had  spent  a  sleepless 
night,  and  with  about  six-hundred  passen- 
gers started  on  our  course. 

The  elements  seemed  to  be  against  us.  A 
fearful  storm  arose;  the  captain  thought  it 
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would  be  dangerous  to  proceed,  and  so  put 
in  below  a  little  island  opposite  Cleveland, 
and  tied  up  to  a  pier  which  ran  out  from  the 
island.  Here  we  lay  for  three  weary  days 
and  nights,   the  storm   continually   raging. 

Finally,  the  captain  thought  he  must 
start  out.  He  kept  the  boat  as  near  the 
shore  as  he  could  with  safety,  and  we  moved 
slowly  until  we  were  near  the  head  of  the 
lake.  Then  the  storm  raged  and  the  wind 
blew  with  increased  fury.  It  seemed  as  if 
the  "Prince  of  the  power  of  the  air"  had  let 
loose  the  wind  upon  us.  The  very  air  seemed 
freighted  with  woe.  The  sky  above  and  the 
waters  below  were  greatly  agitated.  It  was 
a  dark  afternoon,  the  clouds  looked  black 
and  angry  and  flew  across  the  horizon  appar- 
ently in  a  strife  to  get  away  from  the  dread- 
ful calamity  that  seemed  to  be  coming  upon 
Lake  Erie. 

We  were  violently  tempest-tossed.  Many 
of  the  passengers  despaired  of  getting 
through.  Their  lamentations  were  piteous 
and  all  had  gloomy  forebodings  of  impend- 
ing ruin.  The  dark,  blue,  cold  waves,  pressed 
hard  by  the  wind,  rolled  and  tumbled  our 
vessel  frightfully,  seeming  to  make  our  fears 
their  sport.  What  a  dismal,  heart-rending 
scene!  After  all  our  efforts  in  trying  to  reach 
Michigan,  now  I  expected  we  must  be  lost. 
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Oh  how  vain  the  expectation  of  reaching 
our  new  place,  in  the  woods!  I  thought  we 
should  never  see  it.  It  looked  to  me  as 
though  Lake  Erie  would  terminate  our 
journey. 

It  seemed  as  if  we  were  being  weighed  in 
a  great  balance  and  that  wavering  and 
swaying  up  and  down;  balanced  about 
equally  between  hope  and  fear,  life  and 
death. 

No  one  could  tell  which  way  it  would 
turn  with  us.  I  made  up  my  mind,  and 
promised  if  ever  I  reached  terra-firma  never 
to  set  foot  on  that  lake  again;  and  I  have 
kept  my  word  inviolate.  I  was  miserably 
sick,  as  were  nearly  all  the  passengers.  I 
tried  to  keep  on  my  feet,  as  much  as  I  could; 
sometimes  I  would  take  hold  of  the  railing 
and  gaze  upon  the  wild  terrific  scene,  or  lean 
against  whatever  I  could  find,  that  was  sta- 
tionary, near  mother  and  the  rest  of  the 
family.  Mother  was  calm,  but  I  knew  she 
had  little  hope  that  we  would  ever  reach 
land.  She  said,  her  children  were  all  with 
her  and  we  should  not  be  parted  in  death; 
that  we  should  go  together,  and  escape  the 
dangers  and  tribulations  of  the  wilderness. 

I  watched  the  movements  of  the  boat  as 
much  as  I  could.  It  seemed  as  if  the  steamer 
could  not  withstand  the  furious  powers  that 
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were  upon  her.  The  front  part  of  the  boat 
would  seem  to  settle  down — down — lower — 
and  lower  if  possible  than  it  had  been  before. 
It  looked  to  me,  often,  as  though  we  were 
going  to  plunge  headforemost — alive,  boat 
and  all  into  the  deep.  After  a  while  the  boat 
would  straighten  herself  again  and  hope 
revive  for  a  moment;  then  I  thought  that 
our  staunch  boat  was  nobly  contending  with 
the  adverse  winds  and  waves,  for  the  lives 
of  her  numerous  passengers.  The  hope  of  her 
being  able  to  outride  the  storm  was  all  the 
hope  I  had  of  ever  reaching  shore. 

I  saw  the  Captain  on  deck  looking  wish- 
fully toward  the  land,  while  the  white-caps 
broke  fearfully  on  our  deck.  The  passengers 
were  in  a  terrible  state  of  consternation. 
Some  said  we  gained  a  little  headway;  others 
said  we  did  not.  The  most  awful  terror 
marked  nearly  every  face.  Some  wept,  some 
prayed,  some  swore  and  a  few  looked  calm 
and  resigned.  I  was  trying  to  read  my  fate 
in  other  faces  when  an  English  lady,  who 
came  on  the  canal  boat  with  us,  and  who  had 
remained  in  the  cabin  up  to  this  time,  rushed 
on  deck,  wringing  her  hands  and  crying  at  the 
top  of  her  voice,  "We  shall  be  lost!  we  shall 
be  lost !  oh !  oh !  oh !  I  have  crossed  the  Atlan- 
tic Ocean  three  times,  and  it  never  compared 
with  this!    We  shall  be  lost!  oh!  oh!  oh!" 
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One  horse  that  stood  on  the  bow  of  the 
boat  died  from  the  effects  of  the  storm.  Our 
clothes  and  bedding  were  all  drenched,  and 
to  make  our  condition  still  more  perilous, 
the  boat  was  discovered  to  be  on  fire.  This 
was  kept  as  quiet  as  possible.  I  did  not  know 
that  it  was  burning,  until  after  it  was  extin- 
guished; but  I  saw  father,  with  others,  car- 
rying buckets  of  water.  He  said  the  boat 
had  been  on  fire  and  they  had  put  it  out. 
The  staunch  boat  resisted  the  elements; 
ploughed  her  way  through  and  landed  us 
safely  at  Detroit. 

Some  years  after  our  landing  at  Detroit,  I 
saw  the  steamboat  "Michigan"  and  thought 
of  the  perilous  time  we  had  on  her  coming 
up  Lake  Erie.  She  was  then  an  old  boat, 
and  was  laid  up.  I  thought  of  the  many 
thousand  hardy  pioneers  she  had  brought 
across  the  turbulent  lake  and  landed  safely 
on  the  shore  of  the  territory  whose  name  she 
bore. 

But  where,  oh  where  "are  the  six  hun- 
dred!" that  came  on  her  with  us?  Most  of 
them  have  bid  adieu  to  earth,  and  all  its 
storms.  The  rest  of  them  are  now  old  and 
no  doubt  scattered  throughout  the  United 
States.  But  time  or  distance  cannot  erase 
from  their  memory  or  mine  the  storm  we 
shared  together  on  Lake  Erie. 
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DISAGREEABLE  MUSIC 

IT  was  night,  in  the  Spring  of  1834,  when 
we  arrived  at  Detroit,  and  we  made  our 
way  to  the  "United  States  Hotel" 
which  stood  near  where  the  old  post  office 
was  and  where  the  "Mariner's  Church" 
now  stands,  on  Woodbridge  street.^ 

^  The  Manners'  Church  still  stands  at  the  northwest 
corner  of  Woodbridge  Street  and  Woodward  Avenue. 
It  was  erected  in  1849  ^^^^  bequests  made  several  years 
earlier  by  two  pious  sisters,  Miss  Charlotte  Ann  Taylor 
and  Mrs.  Julia  Ann  Anderson.  Detroit  has  been  for 
generations  a  center  of  resort  for  lake  sailors,  whose 
homeless  and  frequently  destitute  condition  the  two 
founders  of  the  Church  sought  to  alleviate.  Today,  the 
church  is  the  central  city  mission  of  the  Protestant 
Episcopal  denomination,  and  as  such  it  continues  to 
minister  extensively  to  destitute  men  of  whatever  call- 
ing or  home  port.  The  lower  story  of  the  Church  has 
always  been  devoted  to  business  use,  and  from  its  com- 
pletion in  1 849  until  1 860  it  housed  the  U.  S.  Post  Office. 

The  United  States  Hotel  was  on  the  south  side  of 
Woodbridge  Street,  between  Shelby  and  Griswold.  It 
burned  down  in  the  autumn  of  1848.  A  short  distance 
away,  at  the  southeast  corner  of  Jefferson  Avenue  and 
Wayne  Street,  stood  the  ancient  Forsyth  Tavern,  the 
boyhood  home  of  John  Kinzie  of  early  Chicago  fame 
(Mrs.  Forsyth  was  Kinzie's  mother).     Kinzie  became 
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The  next  morning  I  was  up  early  and  went  to 
view  the  city.  I  wished  to  know  if  it  was  really 
a  city.    If  it  looked  like  Utica  or  Butralo. 

I  went  up  Jefferson  Avenue;  found  some 
brick  buildings,  barber  poles,  wooden  clocks, 
or  large  watches,  big  hats  and  boots,  a  brass 
ball,  6cc.,  &c. 

I  returned  to  the  Hotel,  satisfied  that 
Detroit  was  actually  a  city,  for  the  things  I 
had  seen  were,  in  my  mind,  sufficient  to 
make  it  one.^"  After  I  assured  myself  that 

its  owner  in  1798,  and  although  the  old  building  burned 
in  180?,  in  the  fire  which  destroyed  the  entire  city,  a 
new  structure  was  erected  on  its  site,  which  once  more 
became  Kinzie's  home,  during  the  interval  between  the 
destruction  of  Fort  Dearborn  in  181 2  and  the  erection 
of  its  successor  in  18 16. 

^"  Detroit  is  the  oldest  city  west  ot'  the  Alleghenies, 
and  from  its  founding  by  Cadillac  in  1701  it  has  always 
been  an  administrative  and  commercial  center  ot  im- 
portance. At  the  time  of  the  Revolution  the  Detroit 
River  settlement  contained  nearly  400  families  and  a 
total  population  of  about  2,000.  The  warfare  attending 
the  birth  of  the  United  States  proved  disastrous  for 
Detroit,  and  for  half  a  century  following  1775  there  was 
no  increase  in  population;  in  1820  the  city  proper  had  a 
population  of  1,442,  and  in  1828,  of  1,517.  From  this 
time  forward  its  growth  was  rapid.  By  1834,  when 
yountz  Xowlin  pronounced  it  a  metropolis,  the  popula- 
tion had  increased  to  5,000,  and  a  decade  later  (1845) 
to  13,000.  Most  of  the  early  development  of  the  city 
clustered  along  Jefferson  Avenue  and  between  this 
thoroughfare  and  the  river. 
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there  was  a  city,  so  far  from  New  York,  I 
was  quite  contented  and  took  my  breakfast. 
Then,  with  our  guns  on  our  shoulders,  father 
and  I  started  to  see  our  brand-new  farm  at 
Dearborn.  First  we  went  up  Woodward 
Avenue  to  where  the  new  City  Hall  now 
stands,  it  was  then  only  a  common,  dotted 
by  small  wooden  buildings. 

Thence  we  took  the  Chicago  road  which 
brought  us  to  Dearbornville.  From  there 
the  timber  had  been  cut  for  a  road  one  mile 
south.  On  this  road  father  did  his  first  road 
work  in  Michigan  and  here  afterwards  I 
helped  to  move  the  logs  out.  The  road- 
master,  Mr.  Smith,  was  not  willing  to  allow 
full  time,  for  my  work;  however  I  put  in 
part  time.  Little  did  I  think  that  here,  one 
mile  from  Dearbornville,  father  would,  after- 
wards, buy  a  farm,  build  a  large  brick  house, 
and  end  his  days,  in  peace  and  plenty. 

From  this  point,  one  mile  south  of  the 
little  village,  we  were  one  mile  from  father's 
chosen  eighty,  but  had  to  follow  an  Indian 
trail  two  miles,  which  led  us  to  Mr.  J.  Par- 
dee's.^^    His   place  joined   father's   on   the 

^^  Joseph  Pardee  was  of  English  and  early  Connecticut 
descent,  one  of  his  ancestors  having  been  master  of  the 
Hopkins  Grammar  School,  the  predecessor  of  Yale  Uni- 
versity. The  Michigan  pioneer  was  born  at  Stamford, 
Conn.,  Feb,  24,   1778,  and  he  died  near  Dearborn  in 

^5 


tCtje  JBarfe  Cobcreb  J^ous^e 

west.     We    crossed    Pardee's   place,    eighty 

rods,  which  brought  us  to  our's.    I  dug  up 

some  of  the  earth,  found  it  black  and  rich, 

and  sure  enough  no  stones  in  the  way.   Late 

in  the  afternoon  I  started  back  to  mother, 

to  tell  her  that  father  had  engaged  a  Mr. 

Thompson  (who  kept  tavern  in  a  log  house, 

half  a  mile  east  of  Dearbornville)  and  team, 

and  would  come  after  her  in  the  morning. 

When  I  reached  the  Chicago  road  again,  it 

seemed  anything  but  inviting.    I  could  just 

see  a  streak  ahead  four  or  five  miles,  with 

the  trees  standing  thick  and  dark  either 
side.i2 

1859.  In  early  manhood  (about  1801)  he  purchased  a 
farm  two  miles  from  Peekskill,  X.  Y.  Difficulties  over 
payments  on  government  contracts  were  encountered 
by  Pardee,  and  in  1833  he  found  his  way  to  Detroit  and 
settled  on  the  farm  south  of  Dearborn  (eastern  part  of 
Section  23^  of  which  our  author  writes.  A  public  high- 
way called  Pardee  Road  preserves  his  memory,  and 
several  of  his  descendants  still  reside  in  Dearborn  and 
vicinity. 

^2  The  Chicago  Road,  which  Nowlin  followed  to  Dear- 
born in  1834,  is  the  Northwest's  most  notable  highway. 
Anciently  the  Indian  trail  from  the  south  end  of  Lake 
Michigan  to  the  Detroit  River,  with  the  third  decade 
of  the  nineteenth  century  it  became  the  principal  thor- 
oughfare over  which  emigrants  from  the  East  thronged 
westward  toward — and  beyond — Lake  Michigan.  Over 
it  ran  the  first  stage  coach  which  ever  entered  Chicago, 
in  September,  1833.  By  1837,  the  Western  Stage  Com- 
pany was  advertising  a  daily  stage  from   Detroit  to 
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If  ever  a  boy  put  in  good  time  I  did  then. 
However,  it  was  evening  when  I  reached 
Detroit,  and  I  had  traveled  more  than 
twenty-six  miles.  Mother  was  very  glad 
to  see  me,  and  listened  with  interest,  to 
her  boy's  first  story  of  Michigan.  I  told  her 
that  father  was  coming  in  the  morning,  as 
he  had  said;  that  Mr.  Joseph  Pardee  said, 
we  could  stay  with  him  while  we  were  build- 
ing. I  told  her  I  was  glad  we  came,  how 
nice  the  land  was,  what  a  fine  country  it 
would  be  in  a  few  years,  and,  with  other 
comforting  words,  said,  if  we  lived,  I  would 
take  her  back  in  a  few  years,  to  visit  her  old 
home. 

The  next  morning  father  and  Mr.  Thomp- 
son came,  and  we  were  soon  all  aboard  the 
wagon.  •  When  we  reached  Mr.  Pardee's  his 
family  seemed  very  much  pleased  to  see  us. 
He  said:  "Now  we  have  'Old  Put'  here, 
we'll  have  company." 

Putnam  county  joined  the  county  he 
came  from,  and  he  called  father  "Old  Put" 
because  he  came  from  Putnam  county. 

Chicago  "through  in  four  and  a  half  days."  Today,  U.  S. 
Highway  112  follows  the  approximate  route  of  the 
Chicago  Road  of  a  century  ago;  and  over  it  hourly 
streams  an  almost  constant  procession  of  cars,  private, 
passenger  bus,  and  trucks.  To  accommodate  this  traffic, 
from  Detroit  as  far  as  Ypsilanti  a  "superhighway,"  204 
feet  wide,  has  been  constructed. 
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Father  immediately  commenced  cutting 
logs  for  a  house.  In  one  week  he  had  them 
ready,  and  men  came  from  Dearbornville  to 
help  him  raise  them.  He  then  cut  black  ash 
trees,  peeled  off  the  bark  to  roof  his  house, 
and  after  having  passed  two  weeks  under 
Mr.  Pardee's  hospitable  roof,  we  moved  into 
a  house  of  our  own,  had  a  farm  of  our  own 
and  owed  no  one. 

Father  brought  his  axe  from  York  State; 
it  weighed  seven  pounds;  he  gave  me  a 
smaller  one.  He  laid  the  trees  right  and  left 
until  we  could  see  the  sun  from  ten  o'clock 
in  the  morning  till  between  one  and  two  in 
the  afternoon,  when  it  mostly  disappeared 
back  of  Mr.  Pardee's  woods. 

Father  found  it  was  necessary  for  him  to 
have  a  team,  so  he  went  to  Detroit  and  bought 
a  yoke  of  oxen;  also,  at  the  same  time,  a  cow. 
He  paid  eighty  dollars  for  the  oxen  and 
twenty-five  for  the  cow.  These  cattle  were 
driven  in  from  Ohio.  The  cow  proved  to  be  a 
great  help  toward  the  support  of  the  family 
for  a  number  of  years.  The  oxen  were  the 
first  owned  in  the  south  part  of  the  town  of 
Dearborn.  They  helped  to  clear  the  logs  from 
the  piece  father  had  cut  over,  and  we  planted 
late  corn,  potatoes  and  garden  stuff'.  The  corn 
grew  very  high  but  didn't  ear  well.  The  land 
was  indeed  very  rich,  but  shaded  too  much. 
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The  next  thing,  after  planting  some  seeds, 
was  clearing  a  road  through  a  black  ash 
swale  and  flat  lands  on  our  west  section  line, 
running  north  one  mile,  which  let  us  out  to 
the  point  mentioned,  one  mile  south  of  Dear- 
bornville.^^  We  blazed  the  section  line  trees 
over,  cleared  out  the  old  logs  and  brush, 
then  felled  trees  lengthwise  towards  each 
other,  sometimes  two  together,  to  walk  on 
over  the  water;  we  called  it  our  log-way. 
We  found  the  country  was  so  very  wet,  at 
times,  that  it  was  impossible  to  go  with  oxen 
and  sled,  which  were  our  only  means  of  con- 
veyance, summer  or  winter.  When  we  could 
not  go  in  this  style  we  were  obliged  to  carry 
all  that  it  was  necessary  to  have  taken,  on 
our  shoulders,  from  Dearbornville. 

We  had  many  annoyances,  and  mosqui- 
toes were  not  the  least,  but  they  did  us  some 
good.  We  had  no  fences  to  keep  our  cattle, 
and  the  mosquitoes  drove  the  oxen  and  cow 

12  The  highway  here  described  was  long  known  to  the 
pioneers  as  Hardscrabble  Road.  It  now  bears  the  name 
of  Monroe  Boulevard,  although  it  is  still  chiefly  a  coun- 
try highway.  It  runs  directly  south  from  Dearborn, 
the  portion  of  it  whose  construction  is  here  described 
being  the  section  line  between  the  south  yi  of  Sections 
27  and  28,  and  the  north  yi  of  Sections  34  and  '^1,^  Dear- 
born Township.  Otherwise  described,  it  runs  south  one 
mile  from  "Xowlin  Castle,"  which  stands  at  the  inter- 
section of  Monroe  and  Madison. 
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up  to  the  smoke  which  we  kept  near  the 
house  in  order  to  keep  those  little  pests 
away.  The  cattle  soon  learned,  as  well  as 
we,  that  smoke  was  a  very  powerful  repellant 
of  those  little  warriors.  Many  times,  in 
walking  those  logs  and  going  through  the 
woods  there  would  be  a  perfect  cloud  of  mos- 
quitoes around  me.  Sometimes  I  would  run 
to  get  away  from  them,  then  stop  and  look 
behind  me  and  there  would  be  a  great  flock 
for  two  rods  back  (beside  those  that  were 
around  me)  all  coming  toward  me  as  fast  as 
their  wings  could  bring  them,  and  seeming 
only  satisfied  when  they  got  to  me.  But  they 
were  cannibals  and  wanted  to  eat  me.  All 
sang  the  same  song  in  the  same  old  tune.  I 
was  always  glad  when  I  got  out  of  their 
company  into  our  own  little  clearing. 

But  Mr.  Pardee  was  a  little  more  brave; 
he  said  it  was  foolish  to  notice  such  small 
things  as  mosquitoes.  I  have  seen  them 
light  on  his  face  and  run  in  their  bills,  probe 
in  until  they  reached  the  fountain  of  life, 
suck  and  gormandize  until  they  got  a  full 
supply,  then  leisurely  fly  away  with  their 
veins  and  bodies  full  of  the  best  and  most 
benevolent  blood,  to  live  awhile,  and  die 
from  the  effects  of  indulging  too  freely  and 
taking  too  much  of  the  life  of  another.  Thus 
at  different  times  I  saw  him  let  them  fill 
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themselves  and  go  away  without  his  seem- 
ing to  notice  them;  whether  he  always 
treated  them  thus  well  or  not,  I  cannot  say, 
but  I  do  know  they  were  the  worst  of  pests. 
Myriads  of  them  could  be  found  any  where 
in  the  woods,  that  would  eagerly  light  on 
man  or  beast  and  fill  themselves  till  four 
times  their  common  size,  if  they  could  get  a 
chance.  The  woods  were  literally  alive  with 
them.  No  one  can  tell  the  wearisome  sleep- 
less hours  they  caused  us  at  night.  I  have 
lain  listening  and  waiting  for  them  to  light 
on  my  face  or  hands,  and  then  trying  to  slap 
them  by  guess  in  the  dark,  sometimes  killing 
them,  and  sometimes  they  would  fly  away, 
to  come  again  in  a  few  minutes.  I  could  hear 
them  as  they  came  singing  back.  Frequently 
when  I  awoke  I  found  them  as  wakeful  as 
ever;  they  had  been  feasting  while  I  slept. 
I  would  find  bunches  and  blotches  on  me, 
wherever  they  had  had  a  chance  to  light, 
which  caused  a  disagreeable,  burning  and 
smarting  sensation. 

Frequently  some  one  of  us  would  get  up 
and  make  a  smudge  in  the  room  to  quiet 
them;  we  did  it  by  making  a  little  fire  of 
small  chips  and  dirt,  or  by  burning  some 
sugar  on  coals,  but  this  would  only  keep 
them  still  for  a  short  time.  These  vexatious, 
gory-minded,  musical-winged,  bold  denizens 
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of  the  shady  forest,  were  more  eager  to  hold 
their  carniverous  feasts  at  twilight  or  in  the 
night  than  any  other  time.  In  cloudy 
weather  they  were  very  troublesome  as  all 
the  first  settlers  know.  We  had  them  many 
years,  until  the  country  was  cleared  and  the 
land  ditched;  then,  with  the  forest,  they 
nearly  disappeared. 

As  I  have  said  our  oxen  were  the  first  in 
our  part  of  the  town.  Mr.  Pardee  had  no 
team.  Father  sold  him  half  of  our  oxen. 
They  used  them  alternately,  each  one  two 
weeks,  during  the  summer.  For  some  rea- 
son, Mr.  Pardee  failed  to  pay  the  forty  dol- 
lars and  when  winter  came  father  had  to 
take  the  oxen  back  and  winter  them.^^  The 
winter  was  very  open,  and  much  pleasanter 
than  any  we  had  ever  seen.  The  cattle  lived 
on  what  we  called  "French-bogs"  which 
grew  all  through  the  woods  on  the  low  land 
and  were  green  all  winter. 

We  found  wild  animals  and  game  very 
numerous.  Sometimes  the  deer  came  where 
father  had  cut  down  trees,  and  browsed  the 
tops.  Occasionally,  in  the  morning,  after  a 
little  snow,  their  tracks  would  be  as  thick 
as  sheep-tracks  in  a  yard,  almost  up  to  the 

^^Present-day  descendants  question  the  accuracy  of 
this  statement,  and  remember  their  ancestor  as  a  man 
of  strict  financial  probity. 
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house.  The  wolves,  also,  were  very  com- 
mon; we  could  often  hear  them  at  night, 
first  at  one  point,  then  answers  from  another 
and  another  direction,  until  the  woods  rang 
with  their  unearthly  yells. 

One  morning  I  saw  a  place  by  a  log  where 
a  deer  had  lain,  and  noticed  a  large  quantity 
of  hair  all  around  on  the  snow;  then  I  found 
tracks  where  two  wolves  came  from  the 
west,  jumped  over  the  log,  and  caught  the 
deer  in  his  bed.  He  got  away,  but  he  must 
have  had  bare  spots  on  his  back. 

One  evening  a  Mr.  Bruin  called  at  our 
house  and  stood  erect  at  our  north  window. 
The  children  thought  him  one  of  us,  as 
father,  mother  and  I  were  away,  and  they 
ran  out  to  meet  us,  but  discovered  instead  a 
large  black  bear.  When  they  ran  out,  Mr. 
Bruin,  a  little  less  dignified,  dropped  on  all 
fours,  and  walked  leisurely  off  about  ten 
rods;  then  raised  again,  jumped  over  a 
brush  fence,  and  disappeared  in  the  woods. 

Next  morning  we  looked  for  his  tracks 
and,  sure  enough,  there  were  the  tracks  of  a 
large  bear  within  four  feet  of  the  window. 
He  had  apparently  stood  and  looked  into 
the  house. 

The  first  Indian  who  troubled  us  was  one 
by  the  name  of  John  Williams.  He  was  a 
large,   powerful   man,    and   certainly,    very 
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ugly.  He  used  to  pass  our  house  and  take 
our  road  to  Dearbornville  after  fire-water, 
get  a  little  drunk,  and  on  his  way  back  stop 
at  John  Blare's.  Mr.  Blare  then  liv^ed  at  the 
end  of  our  new  road.  Here  the  Indian  would 
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tell  what  great  things  he  had  done.  One 
day  when  he  stopped,  Mrs.  Blare  and  her 
brother-in-law,  Asa,  were  there.  He  took  a 
seat,  took  his  knife  from  his  belt,  stuck  it  into 
the  floor,  then  told  Asa  to  pick  it  up  and  hand 
it  to  him;  he  repeated  this  action  several 
times,  and  Asa  obeyed  him  every  time.  He, 
seeing  that  the  white  man  was  afraid,  said: 
"I  have  taken  off  the  scalps  of  six  damned 
Yankees  with  this  knife  and  me  take  off  one 
more." 
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When  father  heard  this,  with  other  things 
he  had  said,  he  thought  he  was  the  intended 
victim.  We  were  all  very  much  frightened. 
Whenever  father  was  out  mother  was  un- 
easy until  his  return,  and  he  feared  that  the 
Indian,  who  always  carried  his  rifle,  might 
lay  in  ambush,  and  shoot  him  when  he  was 
at  work. 

One  day  he  came  along,  as  usual,  from 
Dearbornville  and  passed  our  house.  Father 
saw  him,  came  in,  took  his  rifle  down  from 
the  hooks  and  told  mother  he  believed  he 
would  shoot  first.  Mother  would  not  hear  a 
word  to  it  and  after  living  a  year  or  two 
longer,  in  mortal  fear  of  him,  he  died  a 
natural  death.  We  learned  afterward  that 
Joseph  Pardee  was  the  man  he  had  intended 
to  kill.  He  said,  "Pardee  had  cut  a  bee-tree 
that  belonged  to  Indian." 

According  to  his  previous  calculation,  on 
our  arrival,  father  bought,  in  mother's 
name,  eighty  acres  more,  constituting  the 
south-west  quarter  of  section  thirty-four, 
town  two,  south  of  range  ten,  east;  bounded 
on  the  south  by  the  south  line  of  the  town 
of  Dearborn.  A  creek,  we  called  the  north 
branch  of  the  River  Ecorse,  ran  through  it, 
going  east.  It  was  nearly  parallel  with,  and 
forty-two  rods  from,  the  town  line.  When 
he  entered  it  he  took  a  duplicate;  later  his 

37 


Cfje  JBarfe  Cobcrcb  J^onUt 

deed  came,  and  it  was  signed  by  Andrew 
Jackson,  a  man  whom  father  admired  very 
much.  Mother's  deed  came  still  later,  signed 
bv  Martin  Van  Buren. 

This  land  was  very  flat,  and  I  thought, 
very  beautiful.  No  waste  land  on  it,  all  clay 
bottom,  except  about  two  acres,  a  sand 
ridge,  resembling  the  side  of  a  sugar  loaf.^^ 
This  was  near  the  centre  of  the  place,  and 
on  it  we  finally  built,  as  we  found  it  very 
unpleasant  living  on  clayey  land  in  wet 
weather.  This  land  was  all  heavy  timbered 
— beech,  hard  maple,  basswood,  oak,  hick- 
ory and  some  white-wood — on  both  sides  of 
the  creek;  farther  back,  it  was,  mostly,  ash 
and  elm. 

^^This  sand  ridge  seems  to  have  disappeared  from  the 
local  landscape,  and  a  grandson  of  Joseph  Pardee,  who 
is  familiar  with  the  locality  from  childhood,  is  unable 
to  identify  it.  In  recent  years  subdividers  have  done 
much  to  modify  the  local  scene,  and  the  ridge  alluded 
to  may  have  been  utilized  to  till  in  some  lower  spot  in 
the  vicinity. 
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HOW  WE  GOT  OUR  SWEET,  AND  THE 
HISTORY  OF  MY  FIRST  PIG 

WE  made  troughs,  tapped  hard  ma- 
ples on  each  side  of  the  creek;  took 
our  oxen,  sled  and  two  barrels  (as 
the  trees  were  scattered)  to  draw  the  sap  to 
the  place  we  had  prepared  for  boiling  it. 

Now  I  had  an  employment  entirely  new 
to  me:  boiling  down  sap  and  making  sugar, 
in  the  woods  of  Michigan.  This  was  quite  a 
help  to  us  in  getting  along.  We  made  our 
own  "sweet"  and  vinegar,  also  some  sugar 
and  molasses  to  sell.  Some  springs,  we  made 
three  or  four  hundred  pounds  of  sugar. 
Sugar  was  not  all  the  good  things  we  had, 
for  there  was  one  added  to  my  father's  fam- 
ily, a  little  sister,  who  was  none  the  less 
lovely,  in  my  eye,  because  she  was  of  Michi- 
gan, a  native  "  Wolverine. "^^ 

^^It  seems  impossible  to  determine  how,  or  precisely 
when,  the  name  "Wolverine"  came  to  be  applied  to  the 
people  of  Michigan.  The  trite  explanation  that  the 
nickname  was  given  because  of  the  former  abundance 
here  of  the  quadruped  in  question  finds  no  support  in 
the  numerous  contemporary  records  from  the  fur  trade 
era.     Whatever  the  reason,  it  is  clear  that  the  name 
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Now  father's  family,  all  told,  consisted  of 
mother  and  six  children.  The  children  grew 
to  be  men  and  women,  and  are  all  alive  to 
this  day,  January  26,  1875. 

After  we  came  to  Michigan  mother's 
health  constantly  improved.  She  soon  be- 
gan to  like  her  new  home  and  became  more 
cheerful  and  happy.  I  told  her  we  had,  what 
would  be,  a  beautiful  place;  far  better  than 
the  rocks  and  hills  we  left.  I  often  renewed 
my  promise  that  if  she  and  I  lived  and  I 
grew  to  be  a  man,  we  would  go  back,  visit 
her  friends  and  see  again  the  land  of  her 
nativity. 

To  cheer  her  still  more  we  received  a  let- 
ter from  Mr.  G.  Purdy  of  York  State,  telling 
us  that  he  was  coming  to  Michigan  in  the 
fall,  with  his  wife  (mother's  beloved  sister, 
Abbie,)  and  her  youngest  sister,  Sarah,  was 
coming  with  them. 

came  into  general  use  about  the  middle  of  the  decade  of 
the  thirties.  A  significant  bit  of  evidence  in  this  con- 
nection is  found  in  a  letter  from  Lucius  Lyon  of  Detroit 
to  Henry  D.  Gilpin  of  Philadelphia  in  the  autumn  of 
1835  describing  current  developments  in  the  Toledo 
War.  "The  Wolverines,  as  we  are  sometimes  called, 
will  be  slow  to  give  up  the  tract  in  dispute,"  wrote 
Lyons.  An  item  in  the  Detroit  Free  Press ^  Sept.  12, 
1837,  incidentally  discloses  that  by  this  time  the  terms 
"Hoosier"  and  "Wolverine"  were  in  use  in  distant  New 
England. 
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Asa  Blare,  the  young  man  who  picked  up 
the  Indian's  knife,  bought  forty  acres  of 
government  land  joining  us  on  the  east, 
built  him  a  house,  went  to  Ohio,  married 
and  brought  his  wife  back  with  him. 

Now  we  had  neighbors  on  the  east  of  us, 
and  Mr.  Henry  Travis  (a  brother-in-law  of 
Mr.  Pardee)  came,  bought  land  joining  Mr. 
Pardee  on  the  west,  built  and  settled  with  a 
large  family.  About  the  same  time  many 
families  from  the  East  came  and  settled 
along  the  creek,  for  miles  west  of  us. 

Now  we  were  on  the  border  of  civiliza- 
tion. Our  next  clearing  of  any  importance 
was  the  little  ridge.  Father  commenced 
around  the  edge,  cut  the  brush  and  threw 
them  from  the  ridge  all  around  it  to  form  a 
brush  fence;  then  all  the  trees  that  would 
fall  into  the  line  of  the  fence  were  next  felled, 
also,  all  that  would  fall  over  it,  then  those 
which  would  reach  the  fence  were  felled  to- 
ward it.  Then  we  trimmed  them,  cut  the 
logs  and  piled  the  brush  on  the  fence.  I  felt 
very  much  interested  in  clearing  this  piece. 
When  father  took  his  ax  and  started  for 
work  I  took  mine  and  was  immediately  at 
his  side  or  a  little  behind  him.  In  this  man- 
ner we  returned  and  we  soon  had  the  two 
acres  cut  off  and  surrounded  by  an  immense 
log,  tree-top  and  brush  fence;  at  least,   I 
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thought  it  was  a  great  fence.  Now  came  the 
logging  and  burning,  father  worked  with  his 
oxen  and  handspike,  I  with  my  handspike. 
Some  of  the  large  logs  near  the  fence  he 
swung  round  with  the  oxen  and  left  them  by 
it.  Others  we  drew  together  and  when  we 
piled  them  up,  father  took  his  handspike 
and  rolled  the  log,  I  held  it  with  mine  until 
he  got  a  new  hold.  In  that  way  I  helped 
him  roll  hundreds  and  thousands  of  logs. 
We  soon  had  them  all  in  heaps  but  they 
were  green  and  burned  slowly,  some  of  them 
would  not  burn  at  all  then.  We  scratched 
round  them  and  put  some  seeds  in  every 
spot.  We  could  do  but  very  little  with  a 
plow.  Father  made  a  drag  out  of  the  crotch 
of  a  tree  and  put  iron  teeth  in  it;  this  did  us 
some  service  as  the  land  was  exceedingly 
rooty. 

In  raising  our  summer  crops  we  had  to  do 
most  of  the  work  with  a  hoe.  Sometimes 
where  it  was  very  rooty  we  planted  corn 
with  an  ax.  In  order  to  do  this  we  struck  the 
blade  into  the  ground  and  roots  about  two 
inches,  then  dropped  the  corn  in  and  struck 
again  two  or  three  inches  from  the  first  place 
which  closed  it  and  the  hill  of  corn  was 
planted. 

Now  I  must  go  back  to  the  first  season  and 
tell  how  I  got  my  first  pig.    It  was  the  first 
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of  the  hog  species  we  owned  in  Michigan. 
Father  went  to  the  village  and  I  with  him. 
From  there  we  went  down  to  Mr.  Thomp- 
son's (the  man  who  moved  us  out  from 
Detroit).  He  wished  father  to  see  his  hogs. 
They  went  to  the  yard,  and  as  was  my 
habit,  I  followed  along.  Mr.  Thompson 
called  the  hogs  up.  I  thought  he  had  some 
very  fine  ones.  Among  them  was  an  old 
sow  that  had  some  beautiful  pigs.  She 
seemed  to  be  very  cross,  raised  her  bristles 
and  growled  at  us,  as  much  as  to  say,  ''Let 
my  pigs  alone." 

I  suppose  Mr.  Thompson  thought  he 
would  have  some  sport  with  me,  and  being 
generous,  he  said:  "If  the  boy  will  catch 
one  I  will  give  it  to  him."  I  selected  one  and 
started;  I  paid  no  attention  to  the  old  sow, 
but  kept  my  eye  on  the  pig  I  wanted,  and 
the  way  I  went  for  it  was  a  caution.  I 
caught  it  and  ran  for  the  fence,  with  the  old 
sow  after  me.  I  got  over  very  quickly  and 
was  safe  with  my  pig  in  my  arms.  I  started 
home;  it  kicked  and  squealed  and  tried  to 
get  away,  but  I  held  it  tightly,  patted  it  and 
called  it  "piggy-"  I  said  to  myself,  "Now  I 
have  a  pig  of  my  own,  it  will  soon  grow  up 
to  be  a  hog,  and  we'll  have  pork."  When  I 
got  home  I  put  it  in  a  barrel,  covered  it  up 
so  it  could  not  get  out  and  then  took  my 
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ax,  cut  poles,  and  made  it  a  new  pen  and 
put  it  on  one  place  in  Adam's  world  where 
pig  and  pig-pen  had  never  been  before.  Now, 
thought  I,  I've  got  an  ax,  a  pig  and  a  gun. 

One  morning,  a  day  or  two  after  this,  I 
went  out  and  the  pig  was  gone.  Thinking 
it  might  have  gone  home,  I  went  to  Mr. 
Thompson's  and  enquired  if  they  had  seen 
it.  I  looked  in  the  yard  but  the  pig  was  not 
there.  I  made  up  my  mind  that  it  was  lost, 
and  started  home.  I  followed  the  old  trail, 
and  when  within  sixty  rods  of  the  place 
where  I  now  live,  I  met  my  pig.  I  was  very 
glad  to  see  it,  but  it  turned  from  me  and  ran 
right  into  the  woods.  Now  followed  a  chase 
which  was  very  exciting  to  me.  The  pig 
seemed  running  for  its  life,  I  for  my  prop- 
erty, which  was  going  off,  over  logs  and 
through  the  brush,  as  fast  as  its  legs  could 
carry  it.  It  was  a  hard  chase,  but  I  caught 
the  pig  and  took  it  back.  I  made  the  pen 
stronger,  and  put  it  in  again,  but  it  would 
not  eat  much  and  in  a  few  days  after  died, 
and  away  went  all  my  imaginary  pork. 

Mr.  Pardee  had  bought  a  piece  of  land 
for  a  Mr.  Clapp,  of  Peekskill,  Xew  York, 
and  was  agent  for  the  same.  He  said  the 
south  end  of  this  land  was  openings.  It  was 
about  one  mile  from  our  place,  and  Mr. 
Pardee  offered  to  join  with  father  and  put 
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corn  on  it,  accordingly,  we  went  to  see  it. 
There  was  some  brush,  but  it  was  mostly 
covered  with  what  we  called  "  buffalo  grass," 
which  grew  spontaneously.  Cattle  loved  it 
very  much  in  the  summer,  but  their  grazing 
it  seemed  to  destroy  it.  It  soon  died  out  and 
mostly  disappeared,  scrub-oak  and  other 
brush  coming  up  in  its  place. 

Mr.  Pardee  and  father  soon  cleared  five 
or  six  acres  of  this  land,  and  with  the  brush 
they  cut  made  a  light  brush  fence  around  it, 
then  tore  up  three  or  four  acres  and  planted 
it  with  corn.  The  soil  was  light  yellow  sand. 
When  the  corn  came  up  it  was  small  and 
yellow.  They  put  in  about  two  acres  of 
buckwheat.  A  young  man  by  the  name  of 
William  Beal  worked  for  Pardee.  He  helped 
to  tend  the  corn.  One  morning,  as  they  were 
going  up  to  hoe  the  corn,  William  Beal  took 
his  gun  and  started  ahead;  this  he  fre- 
quently did  very  early.  He  said,  when 
about  half  way  to  the  corn,  he  looked  toward 
the  creek  and  saw  a  black  bear  coming 
toward  him.  He  stood  in  the  path,  leading 
to  the  corn-field,  which  they  had  under- 
brushed.  The  bear  did  not  discover  him 
until  he  was  near  enough,  when  he  fired  and 
shot  him  dead.  This  raised  quite  an  excite- 
ment among  us.  I  went  to  see  the  bear.  It 
was  the  first  wild  one  I  saw  in  Michigan. 
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They  dressed  it,  and  so  far  as  I  know,  the 
neighbors  each  had  a  piece;  at  all  events, 
we  had  some. 

They  hoed  the  corn  once  or  twice,  and 
then  made  up  their  minds  it  was  no  use,  as 
it  would  not  amount  to  much,  the  land  be- 
ing too  poor.  The  whole  crop  of  corn,  gath- 
ered there,  green  at  that,  nubbins  and  all, 
was  put  into  a  half  bushel  handle  basket, 
excepting  what  the  squirrels  took. 

The  buckwheat  didn't  amount  to  much, 
either.  Wild  turkeys  trampled  it  down  and 
ate  the  grain,  in  doing  which,  many  of  them 
lost  their  lives.  I  began  to  consider  myself 
quite  a  marksman.  I  had  already,  with  fa- 
ther's rifle,  shot  two  deer,  and  had  gotten 
some  of  the  turkeys. 

Father  never  cropped  it  any  more  on  the 
openings,  and  his  experience  there  made 
him  much  more  pleased  with  his  own  farm. 
That  land  is  near  me,  and  I  have  seen  a 
great  many  crops  growing  on  it,  both  grain 
and  other  crops,  but  never  one  which  I 
thought  would  pay  the  husbandman  for  his 
labor. 

Father's  partnership  with  Mr.  Pardee 
was  so  unsuccessful  on  the  openings,  and  in 
having  to  take  the  oxen  back,  and  buy  hay 
for  them  when  that  article  was  very  high 
(their  running  out  helped  him  some)   that 
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he  concluded  to  go  into  partnership  with 
Mr.  Pardee,  no  more. 

He  sold  half  of  his  oxen  to  Asa  Blare,  who 
paid  the  money  down,  so  their  partnership 
opened  in  a  little  better  shape.  This  part- 
nership, father  said,  was  necessary  as  our 
money  had  become  very  much  reduced,  and 
everything  we  bought,  (such  as  flour  and 
pork)  was  extremely  dear;  besides,  we  had 
no  way  to  make  a  farthing  except  with  our 
''maple-sweet"  or  the  hide  of  a  deer. 

Father  could  not  get  work,  for  there  were 
but  few  settlers,  and  none  near  him,  who 
were  able  to  hire.  So  he  economized  to  save 
his  money  as  much  as  possible,  and  worked 
at  home.  The  clearing  near  the  house  grew 
larger  and  larger,  and  now  we  could  see  the 
beautiful  sun  earlier. 

Father  worked  very  hard,  got  three  acres 
cleared  and  ready  for  wheat.  Then  he  went 
away  and  bought  about  four  bushels  of 
white  wheat  for  seed.  This  cost  a  snug  sum 
in  those  days.  About  the  last  of  August  he 
sowed  it  and  dragged  it  in  with  his  drag.  He 
sowed  about  a  bushel  and  a  peck  to  the 
acre.  (I  have  for  many  years  back,  and  to 
the  present  time,  sowed  two  bushels  to  the 
acre.) 

His  wheat  came  up  and  looked  beautiful. 
The  next  spring  and  early  summer  it  was 
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very  nice.  One  day  a  neighbor's  unruly  ox 
broke  into  it.  I  went  through  it  to  drive  him 
out  and  it  was  knee  high.  Father  said  take 
the  ox  home.  I  did  so.  The  neighbor  was 
eating  dinner.  I  told  him  his  ox  had  been 
in  our  wheat  and  that  father  wished  him  to 
keep  the  ox  away.  He  said  we  must  make 
the  fence  better  and  he  would  not  get  in. 
This  was  the  first  unkind  word  I  had  received 
from  a  neighbor  in  Michigan.  The  wheat 
escaped  the  rust,  headed  and  filled  well  and 
was  an  excellent  crop.  It  helped  us  a  great 
deal  and  was  our  manna  in  the  wilderness. 
Father  and  I  continued  our  chopping  until 
we  connected  the  two  clearings.  Then  we 
commenced  to  see  the  sun  in  the  morning 
and  we  thought  it  shone  brighter  here  than 
it  did  in  York  State.  Some  of  the  neighbors 
said  that  it  really  did,  and  that  it  might  be 
on  account  of  a  reflection  from  the  water  of 
the  great  lakes.  Perhaps  it  was  because  the 
deep  gloom  of  the  forest  had  shaded  us  so 
long  and  was  now  removed.  Israel  like,  we 
looked  back  and  longed  for  the  good  things 
we  had  left,  viz: — apples,  pears  and  the 
quince  sauce.  Even  apples  were  luxuries 
we  could  not  have  and  we  greatly  missed 
them.  We  cleared  new  ground,  sowed  tur- 
nip seed,  dragged  it  in  and  raised  some  very 
large  nice  turnips.    At  this  time  there  was 
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not  a  wagon  in  the  neighborhood,  but  Mr. 
Travis,  being  a  mechanic  and  ingenious,  cut 
down  a  tree,  sawed  off  two  short  logs,  used 
them  for  hubs  and  made  the  wheels  for  a 
cart.  These  he  took  to  Dearbornville  and 
had  them  ironed  off.  He  made  the  body 
himself  and  then  had  an  ox-cart.  This  was 
the  only  wheeled  vehicle  in  the  place  for 
some  years.  As  Mr.  Travis  was  an  obliging 
man  the  neighbors  borrowed  his  cart.  Some- 
times it  went  to  Dearbornville  to  bring  in 
provision,  or  other  things,  and  sometimes  it 
went  to  mill.  (There  was  a  mill  on  the  river 
Rouge,  one  mile  north  of  Dearbornville.) 
With  this  cart  and  oxen  the  neighbors  car- 
ried some  of  their  first  products,  sugar,  but- 
ter, eggs,  &c.,  to  Detroit.  Some  young  sight- 
seers, who  had  not  seen  Detroit  since  they 
moved  into  the  woods  and  wished  to  see  it, 
were  on  board.  They  had  to  start  before 
midnight  so  it  would  be  cool  traveling  for 
the  oxen.  This  was  the  first  cart  and  oxen 
ever  seen  in  Detroit  from  our  part  of  the 
town  of  Dearborn. 

They  reached  home  the  following  night, 
at  about  ten  o'clock,  and  told  me  about  the 
trip. 

We  wanted  apples,  so  father  took  his  oxen, 
went  and  borrowed  the  cart,  loaded  it  with 
turnips,  went  down  the  river  road  half  way 
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to  Detroit,  traded  them  with  a  Frenchman 
for  apples  and  brought  home  a  load  which 
were  to  us  delicious  fruit.  In  this  way  we 
got  our  apples  for  many  years.  These  apples 
were  small,  not  so  large  and  nice  as  those  we 
had  been  used  to  having;  but  they  were 
Michigan  apples  and  we  appreciated  them 
very  much.  They  lasted  us  through  the 
winter  and  did  us  much  good. 
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Cljapter  4 

OUR   SECOND  HOUSE  AND   FIRST  APPLE  TREES 

FATHER  said  he  would  get  us  some 
apple  trees.  He  had  heard  there  was  a 
small  nursery  below  Dearbornville. 
One  morning  he  and  I  started  for  the  village; 
from  there,  we  went  to  Mr.  McVay's,  about 
two  miles  east,  near  the  Rouge. 

Of  him  father  bought  thirteen  apple  trees, 
did  them  up  in  two  bundles,  his  large,  mine 
small.  We  took  them  on  our  shoulders  and 
started  home,  through  the  woods,  thus  sav- 
ing two  miles  travel.  On  our  way  we  ex- 
plored woods  we  had  never  seen  before. 

We  planted  the  apple  trees  on  the  west 
end  of  the  little  ridge.  They  are  now  old 
trees.  I  passed  them  the  other  day  and 
thought  of  the  time  we  set  them.  Now  some 
of  them  look  as  if  they  were  dying  with  old 
age.  I  counted  and  found  that  some  of  them 
were  gone.  I  thought  there  was  no  one  but 
me,  who  could  tell  how,  or  when,  those  trees 
were  planted,  as  they  are  nearlv  fortv  vears 
old. 

East  of  those  trees  father  built  his  second 
house  in  1836.    He  made  the  body  of  this 
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house  of  large  white-wood  logs,  split  oak 
shakes  with  which  to  cover  it,  and  dug  a  well 
east  of  the  house.  Into  this  well  he  put  the 
shell  of  a  large  buttonwood  log;  we  called  it 
a  "gum."  It  was  said  that  water  would  not 
taste  of  buttonwood;  we  had  very  good 
water  there. 

Father  borrowed  Mr.  Travis's  cart,  loaded 
up  our  things  and  we  were  glad  to  leave  our 
Bark  Covered  house,  clay  door-yard  and 
Mr.  Pardee's  woods,  to  which  we  had  lived 
so  near,  that  we  could  see  the  sun  only  for  a 
short  time  in  the  afternoon. 

In  the  house  we  were  leaving  we  had  some 
unwelcome  visitors,  an  Indian,  John  Wil- 
liams, and  a  snake.  One  day,  towards  eve- 
ning, mother  was  getting  supper,  and  as  the 
floor  boards  were  lain  down  loosely  they 
would  shake  as  she  walked  across  the  floor. 
Some  member  of  the  family  heard  a  strange 
noise  (something  rattling)  which  seemed  to 
come  from  a  chest  that  stood  in  the  back 
part  of  the  room  on  legs  about  six  inches 
high.  Every  time  mother  stepped  on  the 
board  upon  which  he  was  coiled  up,  his 
snakeship  felt  insulted  and  he  would  rattle 
to  let  them  know  that  he  was  there  and  felt 
indignant  at  being  disturbed.  Mother  said 
they  all  tried  to  find  out  what  it  was;  they 
finally  looked  under  the  chest  and  there,  to 
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their  astonishment,  they  saw  a  large  black 
rattlesnake  all  curled  up  watching  their 
movements  and  ready,  with  his  poisonous 
fangs,  to  strike  any  one  that  came  within  his 
reach.  He  was  an  interloper,  a  little  too 
bold.  He  had,  however,  gotten  in  the  wrong 
place  and  was  killed  in  the  room.  He  had, 
no  doubt,  crawled  up  through  a  hole  in  the 
floor  at  the  end  of  a  board. 

The  children  were  very  much  alarmed 
and  mother  was  frightened.  She  said  she 
thought  it  was  a  terrible  place  where  poi- 
sonous reptiles  would  crawl  into  the  house. 
Near  the  house  sometime  after,  brother 
John  S.  and  sister  Sarah  were  out  raking  up 
some  scattering  hay.  I  suppose  sister  was 
out  for  the  sake  of  being  out,  or  for  her  own 
amusement.  While  she  was  raking  she  saw  a 
large  blue  racer  close  by  her  with  his  head 
up  nearly  as  high  as  her  own,  looking  at  her 
and  not  seeming  inclined  to  leave  her.  I 
never  heard  of  a  blue  racer  hurting  any  one 
and  this  was  the  only  one  I  ever  knew  to 
make  the  attempt.  Sister  was  greatly  scared 
and  hallooed  and  screamed,  as  if  struck  with 
terror.  Brother  John  S.,  then  a  little  way 
off  ran  to  her  as  quickly  as  possible;  while 
he  was  running  the  snake  circled  around  her 
but  a  few  feet  off  and  seemed  determined  to 
attack  her.  Though  brother  was  the  younger 
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of  the  two  his  courage  was  good.  With  the 
handle  of  his  pitchfork  he  struck  the  snake 
across  the  back,  a  little  below  the  head,  and 
wounded  him.  Then  he  succeeded  in  stick- 
ing the  tine  of  the  pitchfork  through  the 
snake's  head;  at  that  sister  Sarah  took  cour- 
age and  tried  with  her  rake  to  help  brother 
in  the  combat.  As  she  held  up  the  handle 
the  snake  wound  himself  around  it  so  tightly 
that  he  did  not  loosen  his  coils  until  he  was 
dead.  That  snake  measured  between  six 
and  seven  feet  in  length. 

We  knew  nothing  of  this  species  of  reptile 
until  we  came  to  Michigan.  I  have  killed  a 
great  many  of  them,  but  have  found  that  if 
one  gets  a  rod  or  two  the  start,  it  is  impossi- 
ble to  catch  him.  I  well  recollect  having  run 
after  them  across  our  clearing  (where  we 
first  settled).  They  would  go  like  a  streak 
of  blue,  ahead.  I  make  this  statement  of  the 
reptiles,  so  that  the  people  of  Wayne  County, 
or  Michigan,  who  have  no  knowledge  of  such 
things  may  know  something  about  the  vexa- 
tious and  fearful  annoyances  we  had  to  con- 
tend with  after  we  settled  in  Michigan. 

We  were  all  pleased  when  we  got  into  the 
new  house.  We  had  a  sand  door-yard,  and 
lived  near  the  centre  of  our  place.  East  of 
this  house,  on  the  little  ridge,  we  raised  our 
first  patch  of  water-melons,   in   Michigan. 
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Father  said  they  raised  good  melons  on 
Long  Island,  where  it  was  sandy  soil,  and  he 
thought  he  could  raise  good  ones  there.  He 
tried,  and  it  proved  to  be  a  success;  the 
melons  were  excellent.  When  they  were  ripe 
father  borrowed  the  cart,  picked  a  load  of 
melons  and  (just  before  sundown)  started 
for  Detroit.  Mother  and  my  little  Michigan 
sister,  Abbie,  went  with  us.  I  think  it  was 
the  first  time  mother  saw  Detroit  after  she 
left  it,  on  the  morning  following  her  first 
arrival  there.  She  wished  to  do  some  trad- 
ing, of  course.  Father  and  I  walked.  We 
took  a  little  hay  to  feed  the  oxen  on  the  road. 
The  next  morning  we  reached  Detroit.  The 
little  market  then  stood  near  where  the 
"Biddle  House"  now  stands,  or  between 
that  and  the  river. ^^ 

^■The  Biddle  House,  erected  in  1848,  was  the  suc- 
cessor of  the  American  Hotel,  burned  in  the  same  year. 
The  site  of  these  hostelries  was  the  south  side  of  Michi- 
gan Avenue,  just  east  of  Randolph  Street,  whereon 
Governor  Hull  in  1807  erected  the  first  brick  house  in 
Detroit.  Harriet  Martineau,  who  was  entertained  at 
the  x'\merican  House  in  1836,  has  preserved  an  interest- 
ing picture  of  the  rush  of  business  which  then  prevailed 
in  Detroit. 

The  ancient  markets  of  Detroit  were  famous — or  ne- 
farious, depending  upon  the  point  of  view.  Rev.  John 
Monteith,  dour-faced  co-founder  of  the  University  of 
Michigan,  in  18 17  observed:  "The  profaneness  of  the 
soldiers  exceeds  anything  I  ever  imagined.   There  is  no 
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Father  sold  his  melons  to  a  Frenchman  for 
one  shilling  apiece.  The  market  men  said 
this  was  the  first  full  load  of  melons  ever  on 
Detroit  market;  at  all  events,  I  know  it  was 
the  first  load  of  melons  ever  drawn  from  the 
town  of  Dearborn. 

Mother's  youngest  sister  lived  in  the  city, 
and  was  at  the  store  of  Mr.  Cook,  or  "Cook 
&  Burns,"  where  we  did  some  of  our  trading. 
Their  store  was  on  Jefferson  avenue.  Mr. 
Cook  was  an  eccentric  man,  and  had  his  own 
way  of  recommending  his  goods,  and  one 

sabbath  in  this  country."  Rev.  Alfred  Bronson,  pioneer 
Methodist  zealot,  proposed  to  do  something  about  it — 
and  did.  He  testifies:  "When  I  first  came  to  the  place 
(1822),  Sunday  markets  were  as  common  as  week-day 
ones.  The  French  [farmers]  brought  in  their  meats, 
fowls,  vegetables,  etc.,  on  Sunday  as  regularly  as  on 
week-days.  ...  On  this  practice  I  proclaimed  a  war  of 
extermination.  At  first  it  made  a  stir.  But  a  young 
Presbyterian  preacher  [Monteith  ?]  who  was  there,  joined 
me  in  the  denunciation  of  the  practice,  and  in  a  short 
time  the  city  council  decreed  that  Sunday  markets 
should  cease." 

But  like  most  reforms  imposed  from  above,  this  one 
proved  to  be  of  limited  scope  and  doubtful  value.  For 
"it  raised  a  great  fuss  among  the  French,  who  from  time 
immemorial  had  thus  broken  the  Sabbath,  and,  after 
market,  gone  to  mass,  then  to  the  horse-races  in  the 
afternoon,  and  fiddled  and  danced  and  played  cards  at 
night;  but  they  made  a  virtue  of  necessity,  and  soon 
yielded  to  authority  and  gave  up  the  Sunday  market, 
but  adhered  to  the  other  practices." 
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which  made  much  sport.  Auntie  called  for 
some  calico.  Mr.  Cook  took  a  piece  off  the 
shelf,  threw  it  on  the  counter,  threw  up  both 
arms,  put  his  hands  higher  than  his  head, 
then  picked  it  up  again  shook  it  and  said: 
**  There,  who  ever  saw  the  like  of  that  in 
Michigan.^  Two  shillings  a  yard!  A  yard 
wide,  foot  thick  and  the  colors  as  firm  as  the 
Alleghany  Mountains  !"^^ 

But  an  old  colored  woman  came  in  who 
rather  beat  the  clerk.  She  inquired  for  cheap 
calico;  the  clerk  threw  down  some  and  told 
her  the  price.  She  said,  "Oh  that  is  too 
much!  I  want  some  cheap."  Then  the  clerk 
threw  down  some  that  looked  old  and  faded. 
With  a  broad  grin,  showing  her  teeth  and 

^^  However  eccentric  he  may  have  been,  Levi  Cook 
was  a  man  of  character  and  forceful  personality.  A  na- 
tive of  Massachusetts,  he  came  to  Detroit  about  the 
year  1816,  and  after  teaching  school  for  a  short  time 
engaged  in  business.  He  was  active  in  civic  affairs  and 
held  numerous  offices,  among  them  that  of  mayor  for 
three  terms.  He  was  a  huge  man  physically,  and  an 
excellent  mixer.  As  an  illustration  of  his  energy,  it  is 
related  that  early  in  his  business  career  he  went  East 
to  purchase  a  supply  of  goods  for  his  store.  Near  San- 
dusky, the  vessel  on  which  they  were  being  shipped  to 
Detroit  was  frozen  up  in  the  ice.  Cook  thereupon  went 
ashore,  purchased  skates,  and  on  them  skated  100  miles 
to  Detroit,  where  he  sent  out  sleighs  to  bring  on  his 
marooned  merchandise.  He  lived  in  Detroit  half  a  cen- 
tury, dying  wealthy  and  childless  in  1866. 
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the  white  of  her  eyes  not  a  little,  she  said: 
"Oh,  ho!  my  goot  Lo'd  dat  war  made  when 
Jope  war  paby!" 

When  father  and  mother  had  traded  all 
they  could  afford,  it  was  nearly  night,  and 
we  all  got  into  the  cart  and  started  for  home. 
We  got  upon  the  Chicago  road  opposite 
where  the  Grand  Trunk  Junction  now  is, 
and  stopped.  Mother  thought  she  could 
not  go  any  farther,  and  the  oxen  were  tired. 
Father  went  into  a  log  house  on  the  north 
side  of  the  Chicago  road  and  asked  them  if 
they  could  keep  us  all  night.  They  said  they 
would,  and  we  turned  in.  They  used  us 
first-rate,  and  treated  us  with  much  respect. 
Next  morning  after  breakfast  we  went 
home. 
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THE  JUG  OF  WHISKY  AND 
TEMPERANCE  MEETING 

I  HAVE  already  said  that,  as  money  was 
getting  short,  father  sold  Asa  Blare 
half  of  his  oxen.  They  thought  they 
could  winter  the  oxen  on  marsh  hay.  They 
found  some  they  thought  very  good  on  the 
creek  bottom,  about  a  mile  and  a  quarter 
from  where  we  lived.  They  said  they  would 
go  right  at  work  and  cut  it  before  some  one 
else  found  it.  As  there  was  some  water  on 
the  ground,  and  they  would  have  to  mow  in 
the  wet,  they  thought  they  would  send  and 
get  a  jug  of  whisky. 

In  the  morning  we  had  an  early  breakfast, 
and  they  ground  up  their  scythes,  then 
started,  I  with  the  jug,  they  with  their 
scythes.  We  went  together  as  far  as  our  new 
road.  Father  told  me  after  I  got  the  whisky, 
to  come  back  round  the  old  trail  to  a  certain 
place  and  call,  when  they  heard  me  they 
would  come  and  get  the  jug. 

I  went  to  Dearborn,  got  my  jug  filled, 
paid  two  shillings  a  gallon,  or  there-abouts, 
and  started  back.    When  I  had  gone  as  far 
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as  the  turn  of  the  road,  where  Dr.  Snow 
now  lives,  out  of  sight,  I  thought  to  myself 
I'd  take  a  drink.  I  had  heard  that  whisky 
made  one  feel  good  and  strong  and  as  my 
jug  was  heavy,  took  what  I  called  "a  good 
horn";  I  thought,  however,  it  did  not  taste 
very  pleasant.  After  that  I  went  on  as  fast 
as  I  could,  a  little  over  a  mile,  till  I  got  be- 
yond where  the  road  was  cut  out  and  into 
the  trail,  when  I  made  up  my  mind  I  was 
stouter  and  my  jug  really  seemed  lighter. 
There  I  stopped  again  and  took  what  I 
called  "a  good  lifter."  It  burnt  a  little  but 
I  went  on  again  till  I  came  to  the  creek, 
then  I  called  father  who  answered. 

I  felt  so  wonderfully  good  that  I  thought 
I'd  take  one  more  drink  before  he  came  in 
sight.  So  I  took  what  I  called  "a  good 
swig."  When  father  came  he  said  they  had 
found  plenty  of  good  grass  and  he  wished 
me  to  go  and  see  it.  I  told  him  I  didn't  feel 
very  well  (I  was  afraid  he  would  discover 
what  I  had  been  doing,  I  began  to  feel 
queer)  but  I  followed  along. 

The  grass  was  as  high  as  my  head  in  places 
and  very  heavy.  It  was  what  we  call  "blue- 
joint,"  mixed  with  a  large  coarse  grass  that 
grew  three  square  at  the  butt.  I  got  to  the 
scythes  where  they  had  been  mowing,  told 
father   I   could   mow   that  grass,   took   his 
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scythe,  cut  a  few  clips  and  bent  the  blade 
very  badly.  (He  often  told  afterwards,  how 
much  stronger  I  was  than  he,  said  he  could 
mow  the  stoutest  grass  and  not  bend  his 
scythe,  but  I  had  almost  spoiled  it.)  I  lay 
down  the  scythe,  everything  seemed  to  be 
bobbing  up.  I  told  father  I  was  sick,  he 
said  I  had  better  go  home  and  I  started 
gladly  and  as  quickly  as  possible.  The 
ground  didn't  seem  to  me  to  be  entirely 
still,  it  wanted  to  raise  up.  I  struck  what  I 
called  a  '* bee-line"  for  home.  When  I  got 
there  I  told  mother  I  was  sick,  threw  my- 
self on  her  bed  and  kept  as  quiet  as  possible. 
When  father  came  he  inquired  how  I  was; 
I  heard  what  he  said.  Mother  told  him  I 
was  very  sick  but  had  got  a  little  more  quiet 
than  I  had  been.  He  said  they  had  better  not 
disturb  me  so  I  occupied  their  bed  all  night, 
the  first  time  I  had  ever  had  it  all  alone 
one  night.  The  next  morning  I  felt  rather 
crest-fallen  but  congratulated  myself  in  that 
they  did  not  know  what  the  trouble  was,  and 
they  never  knew  (nor  any  of  the  rest  of  the 
family  until  I  state  it  now).  But  I  knew  at 
the  time  what  the  trouble  was,  and  the  result 
was  I  had  enough  of  whisky  for  many  years, 
and  took  a  decided  stand  for  temperance. 

Some  years  after  that,  there  was  a  tem- 
perance meeting  at  a  log  school-house  two 
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miles  and  a  half  west  of  us.  1  was  there 
and  the  house  was  full.  After  the  opening 
speech,  which  pleased  me  very  much,  others 
were  invited  to  speak.  Thinking  I  must 
have  a  hand  in  I  found  myself  on  the  floor. 
When  I  got  there  and  commenced  speak- 
ing, if  it  had  been  reasonable,  I  would 
have  said  I  was  somebodv  else,  I  would 
have  been  glad  to  have  crawled  out  of 
some  very  small  knot-hole,  but  I  found  it 
was  I  and  that  there  was  no  escaping,  so 
I  proceeded. 

Of  course  I  did  not  relate  my  own  expe- 
rience, nor  tell  them  that  I  had  been  sick. 
I  gave  them  a  little  of  the  experience  of 
others  that  I  had  heard.  I  had  an  old  tem- 
perance song  book  from  which  I  borrowed 
some  extracts  and  appropriated  them  as  my 
own.  I  swung  my  arms  a  little  and  with  my 
finger  pointed  out  the  points.  I  stepped 
around  a  little  and  tried  to  stamp  to  make 
them  believe  that  what  I  said  was  true.  As 
I  advanced  and  became  more  interested  I 
spoke  loud,  to  let  them  know  it  was  I,  and 
that  I  was  in  earnest.  I  admonished  them 
all  to  let  whisky  alone.  Told  some  of  its 
pernicious  effects;  how  much  money  it  cost, 
how  many  lives  it  had  taken,  how  many 
tears  it  had  caused  to  flow  and  how  many 
homes  it  had  made  desolate. 
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When  I  came  away  I  was  pleased  with 
myself,  and  thought  I  had  made  quite  a 
sensation.  A  few  days  afterward  I  met  my 
friend,  William  Beal,  and  asked  him  how 
the  neighbors  liked  the  temperance  meet- 
ing. Of  course,  I  was  anxious  to  know  what 
thev  said  about  my  speech.  He  told  me  the 
old  lady  said  I  was  "fluent  and  tonguey," 
that  I  was  like  a  sort  of  a  lawyer,  she  named, 
who  lived  at  Dearbornville.  I  knew  this 
man  well,  and  hadn't  a  very  good  opinion  of 
him.  But  what  she  said  was  not  so  much  of 
a  breaker  as  what  the  old  gentleman  said, 
for  I  considered  him  in  many  respects  a 
very  intelligent  man.  He  came  here  from 
Westchester  County,  near  Peekskill.  He 
owned  the  farm  and  lived  on  it  (I  have  seen 
where  he  lived)  which  was  given  to  John 
Paulding  for  the  capture  of  Major  Andre. 
His  occupation  there  was  farming  and  drov- 
ing. He  drove  cattle  to  New  York  city  in  an 
earlv  day,  when  that  great  metropolis  was 
but  a  small  city.  I  have  often  heard  him 
tell  about  stopping  at  Bullshead.  He  said 
that  was  the  drovers'  headquarters.  I  know 
he  was  worth  ten  thousand  dollars  there,  at 
one  time;  how  much  more  I  cannot  say,  but 
somehow  his  thousands  dwindled  to  hun- 
dreds and  he  came  here  to  seek  a  second 
fortune. 
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Of  course  I  thought  a  man  of  his  expe- 
rience was  capable  of  forming  a  pretty  cor- 
rect opinion  of  me.  He  said,  "Who  is  he? 
His  father  brought  him  here,  and  dropped 
him  in  the  woods;  he's  been  to  mill  once  and 
to  meeting  twice.    What  does  he  know?'* 

When  I  heard  this  it  amused  me  very 
much,  although  the  decision  seemed  to  be 
against  me.  I  made  no  more  inquiries  about 
temperance  meeting,  in  fact,  I  didn't  care  to 
hear  any  more  about  it. 

Writing  my  first  temperance  effort  has 
blown  all  the  wind  out  of  my  sails,  and  if  I 
were  not  relating  actual  occurrences  I  should 
certainly  be  run  ashore.  As  it  is,  sleep  may 
invigorate  and  bring  back  my  memory. 
When  relating  facts  it  is  not  necessary  to 
call  on  any  muse,  or  fast,  or  roam  into  a 
shady  bower,  where  so  many  have  found 
their  thoughts.  When  relating  facts,  fancy 
is  not  required  to  soar  untrodden  heights 
where  thought  has  seldom  reached;  but  too 
freely  come  back  all  the  weary  days,  the 
toils,  fears  and  vexations  of  my  early  life  in 
Michigan,  if  not  frightened  away  by  the 
memory  of  the  decision  of  the  old  lady  and 
gentleman,  on  my  temperance  speech. 

Perhaps  I  should  say,  in  honor  of  that  old 
gentleman,  Mr.  Joseph  Pardee,  now  de- 
ceased, that  he  was  well  advanced  in  years 
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when  he  came  to  Michigan,  in  the  fall  of 
1833,  stuck  his  stakes  and  built  the  first  log 
house  on  the  Ecorse,  west  of  the  French  set- 
tlement, at  its  mouth,  on  Detroit  River.  He 
was  a  man  of  a  strong  mind  and  an  iron  will. 
He  cleared  up  his  land,  made  it  a  beautiful 
farm,  rescued  it  from  the  wilderness,  ac- 
quired, in  fact,  a  good  fortune.  When  he 
died,  at  the  good  old  age  of  eighty-one  years, 
he  left  his  family  in  excellent  circumstances. 
He  died  in  the  year  one  thousand  eight 
hundred  and  fifty-nine. 
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HOW  WE   FOUND  OUR  CATTLE 

THE  old  COW  always  wore  the  bell. 
Early  in  the  spring,  when  there  were 
no  flies  or  mosquitoes  to  drive  them  up 
the  cattle  sometimes  wandered  off.  At  such 
times,  when  we  went  to  our  chopping  or 
work,  we  watched  them,  to  see  which  way 
they  went,  and  listened  to  the  bell  after 
they  were  out  of  sight  in  order  that  we 
might  know  which  way  to  go  after  them  if 
they  didn't  return.  Sometimes  the  bell  went 
out  of  hearing  but  I  was  careful  to  remem- 
ber which  way  I  heard  it  last. 

Before  night  I  would  start  to  look  for 
them,  going  in  the  direction  I  last  heard 
them.  I  would  go  half  a  mile  or  so  into  the 
woods,  then  stop  and  listen,  to  see  if  I  could 
hear  the  faintest  sound  of  the  bell.  If  I  could 
not  hear  it  I  went  farther  in  the  same  direc- 
tion then  stopped  and  listened  again.  Then 
if  I  did  not  hear  it  I  took  another  direction, 
went  a  piece  and  stopped  again,  and  if  I 
heard  the  least  sound  of  it  I  knew  it  from  all 
other  bells  because  I  had  heard  it  so  often 
before. 
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That  bell  is  laid  up  with  care.  I  am  now 
over  fifty  years  old,  but  if  the  least  tinkling 
of  that  bell  should  reach  my  ear  I  should 
know  the  sound  as  well  as  I  did  when  I  was  a 
boy  listening  for  it  in  the  woods  of  Michigan. 

When  I  found  the  cattle  I  would  pick  up 
a  stick  and  throw  it  at  them,  halloo  very 
loudly  and  they  would  start  straight  for 
home.  Sometimes,  in  cloudy  weather,  I  was 
lost  and  it  looked  to  me  as  though  they  were 
going  the  wrong  way,  but  I  followed  them, 
through  black-ash  swales  where  the  water 
was  knee-deep,  sometimes  nearly  barefooted. 

I  always  carried  a  gun,  sometimes  father's 
rifle.  The  deer  didn't  seem  to  be  afraid  of 
the  cattle;  they  would  stand  and  look  at 
them  as  they  passed  not  seeming  to  notice 
me.  I  would  walk  carefully,  get  behind  a 
tree,  and  take  pains  to  get  a  fair  shot  at  one. 
When  I  had  killed  it  I  bent  bushes  and  broke 
them  partly  off,  every  few  rods,  until  I  knew 
I  could  find  the  place  again,  then  father  and 
I  would  go  and  get  the  deer. 

Driving  the  cattle  home  in  this  way  I 
traveled  hundreds  of  miles.  There  was  some 
danger  then,  in  going  barefooted  as  there 
were    some    massasauga^^    all    through    the 

"The  prairie,  or  Michigan  variety  of  rattlesnake. 
Formerly  abundant,  as  Nowlin  notes,  with  the  settle- 
ment of  the  country  they  have  tended  to  disappear. 
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woods.  As  the  country  got  cleared  up  they 
disappeared,  and  as  there  are  neither  rocks, 
ledges  nor  logs,  under  which  they  can  hide, 
I  have  not  seen  one  in  many  years. 

One  time  the  cattle  strayed  off  and  went 
so  far  I  could  not  find  them.  I  looked  for 
them  until  nearly  dark  but  had  to  return 
without  them.  I  told  father  where  I  had 
been  and  that  I  could  not  hear  the  bell. 
The  next  morning  father  and  I  started  to 
see  if  we  could  find  them.  We  looked  two 
or  three  days  but  could  not  find  or  hear 
anything  of  them.  We  began  to  think  they 
were  lost  in  the  wilderness.  However,  we 
concluded  to  look  one  more  day,  so  we 
started  and  went  four  or  five  miles  south- 
east until  we  struck  the  Reed  creek.  (Al- 
ways known  as  the  Reed  creek  by  us  for  the 
reason,  a  man  by  the  name  of  Reed  came 
with  his  family  from  the  State  of  New  York, 
built  him  a  log  house  and  lived  there  one 
summer.  His  family  got  sick,  he  became 
discouraged,  and  in  the  fall  moved  back  to 
the  State  of  New  York.  The  place  where  he 
lived,  the  one  summer,  was  about  two  miles 
south  of  our  house  and  this  creek  is  really 
the  middle  branch  of  the  Ecorse). 

They  are  still  found  in  southern  Michigan,  however, 
and  their  possible  presence  is  still  to  be  reckoned  with 
by  rural  dwellers  and  visitors. 
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There  was  no  settlement  between  us  and 
the  Detroit  River,  a  distance  of  six  miles. 
We  looked  along  the  Reed  creek  to  see  if 
any  cattle  had  crossed  it. 

While  we  were  looking  there  we  heard  the 
report  of  a  rifle  close  by  us  and  hurried  up. 
It  was  an  Indian  who  had  just  shot  a  duck 
in  the  head.  When  we  came  to  him  father 
told  him  it  was  a  lucky  shot,  a  good  shot  to 
shoot  it  in  the  head.  He  said,  "Me  allers 
shoot  head  not  hurt  body."  He  took  us  to 
his  wigwam,  which  was  close  by,  showed  us 
another  duck  with  the  neck  nearly  shot  off. 
Whether  he  told  the  truth,  or  whether  these 
two  were  lucky  shots,  I  cannot  tell,  but  one 
thing  I  do  know,  in  regard  to  him,  if  he  told 
us  the  truth  he  was  an  extraordinary  man 
and  marksman. 

Around  his  wigwam  hung  from  half  a 
dozen  to  a  dozen  deer  skins;  they  hung  on 
poles.  His  family  seemed  to  consist  of  his 
squaw  and  a  young  squaw  almost  grown  up. 
Father  told  him  we  had  lost  our  cattle,  oxen 
and  cow,  and  asked  him  if  he  had  seen  them. 
We  had  hard  work  to  make  him  understand 
what  we  meant.  Father  said — cow — bell — 
strap  round  neck — he  tried  to  show  him, 
shook  his  hand  as  if  jingling  a  bell.  Then 
father  said,  oxen — spotted — white — black; 
he  put  his  hand  on  his  side  and  said:  black — 
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cow — bell — noise,  and  then  said,  as  nearly 
as  we  could  understand,  "Me  see  them  day 
before  yesterday,"  and  he  pointed  in  the 
woods  to  tell  us  which  way.  Father  took  a 
silver  half-dollar  out  of  his  pocket,  showed 
it  to  the  Indian,  and  told  him  he  should  have 
it  if  he  would  show  us  the  cattle.  He  wiped 
out  his  rifle,  loaded  it  and  said,  "Me  show." 
He  took  his  rifle  and  wiper  and  started  with 
us;  we  went  about  half  a  mile  and  he  showed 
us  where  he  had  seen  them.  We  looked  and 
found  large  ox's  tracks  and  cow's  tracks.  I 
thought,  from  the  size  and  shape  of  them, 
they  were  our  cattle's  tracks.  The  Indian 
started  upon  the  tracks,  father  followed  him, 
and  I  followed  father.  When  we  came  to 
high  ground,  where  I  could  hardly  see  a 
track,  the  Indian  had  no  trouble  in  follow- 
ing them,  and  he  went  on  a  trot.  I  had  hard 
work  to  keep  up  with  him.  I  remember  well 
how  he  looked,  with  his  bowing  legs,  it 
seemed  as  if  he  were  on  springs.  He  moved 
like  an  antelope,  with  such  ease  and  agility. 
He  looked  as  if  he  hardly  touched  the 
ground. 

The  cattle,  in  feeding  round,  crossed  their 
own  tracks  sometimes.  The  Indian  always 
knew  which  were  the  last  tracks.  He  fol- 
lowed all  their  crooks,  we  followed  him  by 
sight,  which  gave  us  a  little  the  advantage, 
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and  helped  us  to  keep  in  sight.  He  led  us, 
crooking  about  in  this  way,  for  nearly  two 
hours,  when  we  came  in  hearing  of  the  bell. 
I  never  had  a  harder  time  in  the  woods  but 
once,  and  it  was  when  I  was  older,  stronger, 
and  better  able  to  stand  a  chase,  that  time  I 
was  following  four  bears,  and  an  Indian 
tried  to  get  them  away.  I  was  pleased  when 
we  got  to  the  cattle.  Father  paid  the  Indian 
the  half-dollar  he  had  earned  so  well,  and 
thanked  him  most  heartily,  whether  he 
understood  it  or  not.  Father  asked  the 
Indian  the  way  home,  he  said,  **My  house, 
my  wigwam,  which  way  my  home?"  The 
Indian  pointed  with  his  wiper,  and  showed 
us  the  way. 

Father  said  afterward,  it  was  strange  that 
the  Indian  should  know  where  he  lived,  as 
he  had  never  seen  him  before.  I  never  saw 
that  Indian  afterward. 

The  cattle  were  feeding  on  cow-slips  and 
leeks,  which  grew  in  abundance,  also  on 
little  French  bogs  that  had  just  started  up. 
We  hallooed  at  them  very  sharply  and  they 
started  homeward,  we  followed  them,  and 
that  night  found  our  cattle  home  again. 
Mother  and  all  the  children  were  happy  to 
see  them  come,  for  they  were  our  main 
dependence.  They  were  called  many  dear 
names  and  told  not  to  go  off  so  far  any  more. 
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TROUBLE  CAME  OX  THE  WING 

Among  the  annoyances  common  to  man 
/-\  and  beast  in  Michigan,  of  which  we 
-^  -^  knew  nothing  where  we  came  from, 
were  some  enormous  flies.  There  were  two 
kinds  that  were  terrible  pests  to  the  cattle. 
They  actually  ate  the  hide  off,  in  spots. 
First  we  put  turpentine,  mixed  with  suffi- 
cient grease  so  as  not  to  take  the  hair  ofl^, 
on  those  spots.  But  we  found  that  fish  oil 
was  better,  the  flies  would  not  bite  where 
that  was. 

What  we  called  the  ox-flies  were  the  most 
troublesome.  In  hot  weather  and  in  the 
sun,  where  the  mosquitoes  didn't  trouble, 
they  were  most  numerous.  They  would 
light  on  the  oxen  in  swarms,  on  their  brisket, 
and  between  their  legs  where  they  could  not 
drive  them  off.  I  have  frequently  struck 
these  flies  with  my  hand  and  by  killing 
them  got  my  hand  red  with  the  blood  of 
the  ox. 

The  other  species  of  flies,  we  called  Pon- 
tiacers.  This  is  a  Michigan  name,  and  orig- 
inated I   was  told,  from  one  being  caught 
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near  Pontiac  with  a  paper  tied  or  attached  to 
it  having  the  word  Pontiac  written  upon  it. 
These  flies  were  not  very  numerous;  some- 
times there  were  three  or  four  around  at 
once.  When  they  were  coming  we  could 
hear  and  see  them  for  some  rods.  Their 
fashion  was  to  circle  around  the  oxen  before 
lighting  on  them.  I  frequently  slapped  them 
to  kill  them,  sometimes  I  caught  them,  in 
that  case  they  were  apt  to  lose  their  heads, 
proboscis  and  all.  These  flies  were  very 
large,  some  were  black  and  some  of  the  larg- 
est were  whitish  on  the  front  of  the  back.  I 
have  seen  some  of  them  nearly  as  large  as 
young  humming  birds.  The  Germans  tell 
me  they  have  this  kind  of  fly  in  Germany. 
But  with  the  mosquitoes,  these  flies  have 
nearly  disappeared. 
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chapter  8 

HARD  TIMES  FOR   US   IN  MICHIGAX,    1 836-7 

THE  oxen  having  worked  hard  and  been 
used  to  good  hay,  which  we  bought 
for  them,  grew  poor  when  they  were 
fed  on  marsh  hay.  Then  Mr.  Blare  wanted  to 
sell  his  part  to  father;  then  the  cattle  would 
not  have  so  much  to  do.  Father  was  not 
able  to  buy  them,  as  his  money  was  nearly 
gone.  He  said  he  would  mortgage  his  lot  for 
one  hundred  dollars,  buy  them  back,  buy 
another  cow  and  have  a  little  money  to  use. 
He  said  he  could  do  his  spring's  work  with 
the  cattle,  then  turn  them  off,  fatten  them, 
and  sell  them  in  the  fall  for  enough  to  pay 
the  mortgage.  Mother  said  all  she  could  to 
prevent  it,  for  she  could  not  bear  the  idea  of 
having  her  home  mortgaged.  It  seemed 
actually  awful  to  me,  for  I  thought  we 
should  not  be  able  to  pay  it,  and  in  all  prob- 
ability we  should  lose  the  place.  I  said  all  I 
could,  but  to  no  avail.  The  whole  family 
was  alarmed;  one  of  the  small  children  asked 
mother  what  a  mortgage  was,  she  replied 
that  it  was  something  that  would  take  our 
home  away  from  us,  if  not  paid. 
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Father  went  to  Dearbornville  and  mort- 
gaged his  lot  to  Mrs.  Phlihaven,  a  widow- 
woman,  for  one  hundred  dollars,  said  to  be 
at  seven  per  cent.,  as  that  was  lawful  inter- 
est then.  We  supposed,  at  the  time,  he  got  a 
hundred  dollars,  but  he  got  only  eighty. 
Probably  the  reason  he  did  not  let  us  know 
the  hard  conditions  of  the  mortgage,  was 
because  we  opposed  it  so.  Mrs.  Phlihaven 
said  as  long  as  he  would  pay  the  twenty 
dollars  shave  money,  and  the  seven  dollars 
interest  annually,  she  would  let  it  run.  And 
it  did  run  until  the  shave  money  and  interest 
more  than  ate  up  the  principal. 

Father  bought  the  oxen  back  for  the  old 
price,  forty  dollars,  and  bought  another  cow, 
of  Mr.  McVay,  for  which  he  paid  eighteen 
dollars,  leaving  him  twenty-two  dollars  of 
the  hired  money. 

It  vvas  now  spring,  the  oxen  became  very 
poor,  one  of  them  was  taken  sick  and  got 
down.  Father  said  he  had  the  hollow  horn 
and  doctored  him  for  that;  but  I  think  to 
day,  if  the  oxen  had  had  a  little  corn  meal, 
and  good  hay  through  the  winter,  they 
would  have  been  all  right. 

After  the  ox  got  down,  and  we  could  not 
get  him  up  he  still  ate  and  seemed  to  have  a 
good  appetite.  I  went  to  Dearbornville, 
bought  hay  at  the  tavern  and  paid  at  the 

77 


tCfje  Jdarfe  Cobercb  H^on^t 

rate  of  a  dollar  a  hundred.  I  tied  it  up  in  a 
rope,  carried  it  home  on  my  back  and  fed  it 
to  him.  Then  I  went  into  the  woods,  with 
some  of  the  other  children,  and  gathered 
small  brakes  that  lay  flat  on  the  ground. 
They  grew  on  beech  and  maple  land,  and 
kept  green  all  winter.  The  ox  ate  some  of 
them,  but  he  died;  our  new  cow,  also,  died 
in  less  than  two  weeks  after  father  bought 
her.  Then  we  had  one  ox,  our  old  cow,  and 
two  young  cattle  we  had  raised  from  her, 
that  we  kept  through  the  spring.  In  the 
summer  the  other  ox  had  the  bloody  mur- 
rain and  he  died. 

Then  we  had  no  team,  no  money  to  get  a 
team  with,  and  our  place  was  mortgaged. 
Now  when  father  got  anything  for  the  fam- 
ily he  had  to  bring  it  home  himself.  We  got 
out  of  potatoes,  these  he  bought  at  Dear- 
bornville,  paid  a  dollar  a  bushel  for  them, 
and  brought  them  home  on  his  back.  He 
sent  me  to  the  village  for  meal.  I  called  for 
it  and  the  grocerman  measured  it  to  me  in  a 
quart  measure  which  was  little  at  the  top, 
such  as  liquors  are  measured  with.  I  car- 
ried the  meal  home.  In  this  way  we  had  to 
pack  home  everything  we  bought. 

When  potatoes  got  ripe  we  had  plenty  of 
the  best.  On  father's  first  visit  to  Nlichigan 
he  was  told  that  the  soil  of  Michigan  would 

78 


tCfje  Parfe  Cobereb  H^onit 

not  produce  good  potatoes.  We  soon  found 
that  this  was  a  mistake  for  we  had  raised 
some  good  ones  before,  but  not  enough  to 
last  through  the  summer. 

We  still  had  wheat  but  sometimes  had  to 
almost  do  without  groceries.  We  always 
had  something  to  eat  but  sometimes  our 
living  was  very  poor.  Sometimes  we  had 
potatoes  and  milk  and  sometimes  thickened 
milk.  This  was  made  by  dampening  flour, 
rolling  it  into  fine  lumps  and  putting  them 
into  boiling  milk  with  a  little  salt,  and 
stirring  it  until  it  boiled  again.  This  was 
much  more  palatable  than  potatoes  and  milk. 

One  afternoon  two  neighbors'  girls  came 
to  visit  us.  They  stayed  late.  After  they 
went  away  I  asked  mother  why  she  didn't 
give  them  some  tea;  she  said  she  had  no 
tea  to  give  them,  and  that  if  she  had  given 
them  the  best  she  had  they  would  have  gone 
away  and  told  how  poor  we  were. 

Mother  had  been  used  to  better  days  and 
to  treating  her  guests  well,  and  her  early 
life  in  Michigan  did  not  take  all  of  her  spirit 
away.  She  was  a  little  proud  as  well  as  I,  but 
I  have  learned  that  pride,  hard  times  and 
poverty  are  very  poor  companions.  It  was 
no  consolation  to  think  that  the  neighbors, 
most  of  them,  were  as  bad  off  as  we  were. 
This  made  the  thing  still  worse. 
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A  SUMMER  HUNT 

FATHER  and  I  went  hunting  one  day. 
I  took  mv  shot-gun,  loaded  with  half  a 
charge  of  shot  and  three  rifle  bullets, 
which  just  chambered  in  the  barrel,  so  I 
thought  I  was  ready  to  shoot  at  anything. 
Father  went  ahead  and  I  followed  him;  we 
walked  very  carefully  in  the  woods  looking 
for  deer;  went  upon  a  sand  ridge  where 
father  saw  a  deer  and  shot  at  it.  I  recollect 
well  how  it  looked;  it  was  a  beautiful  deer, 
almost  as  red  as  a  cherry.  After  he  shot,  it 
stood  still.  I  asked  father,  in  a  whisper,  if  I 
might  not  shoot.  He  said,  "Keep  still!" 
(I  had  very  hard  work  to  do  so,  and  think 
if  he  had  let  me  shoot,  I  should  have  given 
it  a  very  loud  call,  at  least,  I  think  I  should 
have  killed  it.)  Father  loaded  his  rifle  and 
shot  again.  The  last  time  he  shot,  the  deer 
ran  awav.  We  went  to  the  place  where  it 
had  stood.  He  had  hit  it  for  we  found  a  little 
blood;  but  it  got  away. 

It  is  said  "the  leopard  cannot  change  his 
spots  nor  the  Ethiopian  his  skin,"  but  the 
deer,  assisted  by  nature,  can  change  both 
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his  color  and  his  hide.  In  summer  the  deer 
is  red,  and  the  young  deer  are  covered  with 
beautiful  spots  which  disappear  by  fall.  The 
hair  of  the  deer  is  short  in  summer  and  his 
hide  is  thick.  At  this  time  the  hide  is  most 
valuable  by  the  pound.  His  horns  grow  and 
form  their  prongs,  when  growing  we  call 
them  in  their  velvet;  feel  of  them  and  they 
are  soft,  through  the  summer  and  fall,  and 
they  keep  growing  until  they  form  a  perfect 
horn,  hard  as  a  bone.  By  the  prongs  we  are 
able  to  tell  the  number  of  years  old  they  are. 

In  the  fall  of  the  year  when  an  old  buck 
has  his  horns  fully  grown  to  see  him  running 
in  his  native  forest  is  a  beautiful  sight.  At 
that  season  his  color  has  changed  to  a  bluish 
grey.  When  the  weather  gets  cold  and  it 
freezes  hard  his  horns  drop  off,  and  he  has 
to  go  bare-headed  until  spring.  Then  his 
hair  is  very  long  and  grey.  Deer  are  com- 
monly poor  in  the  spring,  and  at  this  season 
their  hide  is  very  thin  and  not  worth  much. 
So  we  see  the  deer  is  a  very  singular  animal. 
As  I  have  been  going  through  the  woods  I 
have  often  picked  up  their  horns  and  car- 
ried them  home  for  curiosities.  They  were 
valuable  for  knife-handles. 

When  the  old  buck  is  startled  from  his 
bed  and  is  frightened  how  he  clears  the 
ground.   You  can  mark  him  from  twenty  to 
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thirty  feet  at  every  jump.  (I  have  measured 
some  of  his  jumps,  by  pacing,  and  found 
them  to  be  very  long,  sometimes  two  rods.) 
How  plump  he  is,  how  symmetrically  his 
body  is  formed,  and  how  beautiful  the  ap- 
pearance of  his  towering,  branching  antlers! 
As  he  carries  them  on  his  lofty  head  they 
appear  like  a  rocking  chair.  As  he  sails 
through  the  air,  with  his  flag  hoisted,  he 
sometimes  gives  two  or  three  of  his  whistling 
snorts  and  bids  defiance  to  all  pursuers  in 
the  flight.  He  is  able  to  run  away  from  any 
of  his  enemies,  in  a  fair  foot  race,  but  not 
always  able  to  escape  from  flying  missiles  of 
death. 

Before  the  fawn  is  a  year  old,  if  frightened 
and  startled  from  its  bed,  it  runs  very  dif- 
ferently from  the  old  deer.  Its  jump  is  long 
and  high.  It  appears  as  though  it  were 
going  to  jump  up  among  the  small  tree  tops. 
The  next  jump  is  short  and  sometimes  side- 
wise,  then  another  long  jump  and  so  on.  It 
acts  as  though  it  did  not  know  its  own 
springs,  or  were  cutting  up  its  antics,  and 
yet  it  always  manages  to  keep  up  with  the 
rest  of  the  deer. 

Father  had  killed  some  deer.  He  shot  one 
of  the  largest  red  bucks  I  had  seen  killed. 
After  this  we  wanted  meat.  Father  said 
we'll  go  hunting  and  see  if  we  can  get  a  deer. 
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He  said  I  might  take  his  rifle  and  he  would 
take  my  gun.  (For  some  reason  or  other  he 
had  promoted  me,  may  be  he  thought  I  was 
luckier  than  he.)  We  started  out  into  the 
woods  south  of  our  house,  I  went  ahead. 
There  was  snow  on  the  ground,  it  was  cold 


and  the  wind  blew  very  hard.  We  crossed 
the  windfall.  This  was  a  strip  of  land  about 
eighty  rods  wide.  It  must  have  been  a 
revolving  whirlwind  that  passed  there,  for 
it  had  taken  down  pretty  much  all  the  tim- 
ber and  laid  it  every  way.  Nothing  was  left 
standing  except  some  large  trees  that  had 
little  tops,  these  were  scattered  here  and 
there  through  the  strip.  It  struck  the  south- 
east corner  of  what  was  afterward  our  place. 
Here  we  had  about  three  acres  of  saplings, 
brush  and  old  logs  that  were  windfalls. 
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I  think  this  streak  of  wind  must  have 
passed  about  ten  years  before  we  came  to 
the  country.  It  came  from  the  openings  in 
the  town  of  Taylor,  went  a  northeast  course 
until  it  struck  the  Rouge  (after  that  I  have 
no  knowledge  of  it.)  In  this  windfall  had 
grown  up  a  second  growth  of  timber,  sap- 
lings and  brush,  so  thick  that  it  was  hard 
work  to  get  through  or  see  a  deer  any 
distance.  We  got  south  of  the  windfall 
and  scared  up  a  drove  of  deer,  some  four 
or  five. 

The  woods  were  cracking  and  snapping  all 
around  us;  we  thought  it  was  dangerous  and 
were  afraid  to  be  in  the  woods.  Still  we 
thought  we  would  run  the  risk  and  follow 
the  deer.  They  ran  but  a  little  ways,  stopped 
and  waited  until  we  came  in  sight,  then  ran 
a  little  ways  again.  They  seemed  afraid  to 
run  ahead  and  huddled  up  together,  the 
terrible  noise  in  the  timber  seemed  to 
frighten  them.  The  last  time  I  got  sight  of 
them  they  were  in  a  small  opening  standing 
by  some  large  old  logs.  I  remember  well  to 
this  day  just  how  the  place  looked.  I  drew 
up  the  rifle  and  shot.  Father  was  right  be- 
hind me;  I  told  him  they  didn't  run.  He 
took  the  rifle  and  handed  me  my  gun,  say- 
ing, "Shoot  this."  I  shot  again,  this  gun 
was  heavily  loaded  and  must  have  made  a 
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loud  report,  but  could  not  have  been  heard 
at  any  great  distance  on  account  of  the  roar- 
ing wind  in  the  tree-tops.  The  deer  were 
still  in  sight,  I  took  the  rifle,  loaded  it,  and 
shot  again;  then  we  loaded  both  guns  but 
by  this  time  the  deer  had  disappeared.  We 
went  up  to  where  they  had  stood  and  there 
lay  a  beautiful  deer.  Then  we  looked  at  the 
tracks  where  the  others  had  run  off,  and 
found  that  one  went  alone  and  left  a  bloody 
trail,  but  we  thought  best  to  leave  it  and 
take  home  the  one  we  had  killed.  When  we 
got  home  we  showed  our  folks  what  a  fat 
heavy  deer  v/e  had  and  they  were  very  much 
pleased,  as  this  was  to  be  our  meat  in  the 
wilderness. 

A  man  by  the  name  of  Wilson  was  at  our 
house  and  in  the  afternoon  he  volunteered 
to  go  with  us  after  the  other  deer.  We  took 
our  dog  and  started  taking  our  back  tracks 
to  where  we  left;  we  followed  the  deer  but  a 
very  little  ways  before  we  came  across  the 
other  one  we  had  hit;  it  had  died,  and  we 
took  it  home,  thinking  we  had  been  very 
fortunate.  Here  I  learned  that  deer  could 
be  approached  in  a  windy  time  better  than 
in  any  other.  I  also  learned  that  the 
Almighty,  in  His  wisdom,  provided  for  his 
creatures,  and  caused  the  elements,  wind 
and  snow,  to  work  together  for  their  good. 
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Now  we  were  supplied  with  meat  for  a 
month,  with  good  fat  venison,  not  with 
quails,  as  God  supplied  his  ancient  people 
over  three  thousand  years  before,  in  the 
wilderness  of  Sinai,  or  at  the  Tabernacle, 
where  six  hundred  thousand  men  wept  for 
flesh,  and  there  went  forth  a  wind  and 
brought  quails  from  the  Red  Sea.  No  doubt 
they  were  fat  and  delicious,  and  the  wind 
let  them  fall  by  the  camp,  and  around  about 
the  camp,  for  some  distance.  They  were 
easily  caught  by  hungry  men.  Thus  was 
the  wind  freighted  with  flesh  to  feed  that 
peculiar  people  a  whole  month  and  more. 

When  the  terrific  wind,  that  helped  us  to 
capture  the  deer,  raged  through  the  tree- 
tops  it  sounded  like  distant  thunder.  It  bent 
the  tall  trees,  in  unison,  all  one  way,  as  if 
they  agreed  to  bow  together  before  the 
power  that  was  upon  them.  When  they 
straightened  up  they  shook  their  tops  as 
though  angry  at  one  another,  broke  off  some 
of  the  limbs  which  they  had  borne  for  years, 
and  sent  them  crashing  to  the  ground. 

Some  of  the  trees  were  blown  up  by  the 
roots,  and  if  allowed  to  remain  would  in 
time  form  such  little  mounds  as  we  children 
took  to  be  Indian  graves  when  we  first  came 
into  the  woods.  Those  little  mounds  are 
monuments,  which  mark  the  places  where 
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some  of  those  ancient  members  of  the  forest 
stood  centuries  ago,  and  they  will  remain 
through  future  ages  unless  obliterated  by 
the  hand  of  man. 

We  thought  that  the  wind  blew  harder 
here  than  in  York  State,  where  v/e  came 
from.  We  supposed  the  reason  was  that  the 
mountains  and  hills  of  New  York  broke  the 
wind  off,  and  this  being  a  flat  country  with 
nothing  to  break  the  force  of  the  wind, 
except  the  woods,  we  felt  it  more  severely. 


87 


€f)apter  10 


AND  I  SCARED 

ONE  warm  day  in  winter  father  and  I 
went  hunting.  I  had  the  rifle  that 
day.  We  went  south,  crossed  the 
windfall  and  Reed  creek,  and  went  into  what 
we  called  the  "big  woods."  We  followed 
deer,  but  seemed  to  be  very  unlucky,  for  I 
couldn't  shoot  them.  We  travelled  in  the 
woods  all  day  and  hunted  the  best  we  could. 

Just  at  sundown,  deer  that  have  been  fol- 
lowed all  day  are  apt  to  stop  and  browse  a 
little.  Then  if  the  wind  is  favorable  and 
blowing  from  them  to  you,  it  is  possible  to 
get  a  shot  at  them;  but  if  the  wind  is  blow- 
ing from  you  to  them,  you  can't  get  within 
gunshot  of  them.  They  will  scent  you.  They 
happened  to  be  on  the  windward  side,  as  we 
called  it.  I  got  a  shot  at  one  and  killed  it. 
It  was  late  and,  carelessly,  I  didn't  load  the 
rifle.  It  being  near  night,  I  thought  I  should 
not  have  a  chance  to  shoot  anything  more. 

It  was  my  custom  to  load  the  rifle  after 
shooting,  and  if  I  didn't  have  any  use  for  it 
before,  when  I  got  near  home,  I  shot  at  a 
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mark  on  a  tree  or  something.  In  that  way 
I  practiced  shooting  and  let  the  folks  know 
I  was  coming.  In  this  way  I  also  kept  the 
rifle  from  rusting,  as  sometimes  it  was  wet; 
when  I  got  into  the  house  I  cleaned  it  off 
and  wiped  it  out. 

In  a  few  minutes  we  had  skinned  the  two 
fore  quarters  out.  Then  we  wrapped  the 
fore  part  of  the  hide  around  the  hind  quar- 
ters, and  each  took  a  half  and  started.  It 
was  now  dark,  and  we  did  not  like  to  under- 
take going  home  straight  through  the  woods, 
so  took  our  way  to  the  Reed  house,  from 
which  there  was  a  dim  path  through  to 
Pardee's,  and  we  could  find  our  way  home. 

We  were  tired  and  hungry,  and  our  feet 
were  wet  from  travelling  through  the  soft 
snow.  As  Mr.  Reed  had  moved  away  there 
was  no  one  in  the  house,  and  we  went  in  and 
kindled  a  fire  in  the  fireplace.  The  way  we 
did  it,  I  took  some  "punk"  wood  out  of  my 
pocket,  held  flint  stone  over  it,  struck  the 
flint  with  my  knife,  and  the  punk  soon  took 
fire.  We  put  a  few  whitlings  on  it,  then  some 
sticks  we  had  gathered  in  the  way  near  by 
the  house.  We  soon  had  a  good  fire  and 
were  warming  and  drying  our  feet. 

This  "punk"  I  got  from  soft  maple  trees. 
When  I  wanted  some  I  went  into  the  woods 
and  looked  for  an  oldish  tree,  looked  up,  and 
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if  I  could  see  black  knots  on  the  body  of  the 
tree,  toward  the  top,  I  knew  there  was  "  punk  " 
wood  in  it  and  would  cut  it  down,  then  cut 
half  way  through  the  log,  above  and  below 
the  black  knot,  and  split  it  off.  In  the  center 
of  the  log  I  was  sure  to  find  "punk"  wood. 
Sometimes,  in  this  way,  I  got  enough  to  last 
a  year  or  two  from  one  tree.  It  wasof  a  brown 
color  and  was  found  in  layers,  which  were  at- 
tached and  adhered  together.  When  I  chopped 
a  tree  I  took  out  all  I  could  find,  carried  it 
home,  laid  it  up  in  a  place  where  it  would 
get  drier,  and  it  was  always  ready  for  use. 

We  had  to  use  the  utmost  precaution  not  to 
get  out  of  this  material.  Sometimes  I  have 
known  my  little  Michigan  sister,  Abbie,  to  go 
more  than  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  to  the  Blare 
place,  to  borrow  fire;  on  such  occasions  we 
had  to  wait  for  breakfast  until  she  returned. 
I  do  not  know  that  the  fire  was  ever  paid 
back,  but  I  do  know  that  we  had  callers  fre- 
quently when  the  errand  was  to  borrow  fire. 

When  I  went  hunting  I  was  careful  to  take 
a  piece  of  this  with  me.  I  broke  or  tore  it  off 
(it  was  something  like  tearing  old  cloth) .  With 
this,  a  flint  and  a  jackknife  I  could  make  a 
fire  in  case  night  overtook  me  in  the  woods 
and  I  could  not  get  out.  Fire  was  our  greatest 
protection  from  wild  animals  and  cold  in  the 
night.  This  was  the  way  we  kindled  our  fire 
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in  the  Reed  house,  before  "Lucifer  matches" 
or  "Telegraph  matches"  were  heard  of  by 
us,  although  they  were  invented  as  early  as 
^^33'^^  After  we  got  a  little  comfortable  and 
rested,  and  the  wood  burned  down  to  coals, 
we  cut  some  slices  of  venison,  laid  them  on 
the  coals  and  roasted  them.  Although  we 
had  no  salt,  the  meat  tasted  very  good. 

Late  in  the  evening  we  took  our  venison 
and  started  again.  It  was  hard  work  to 
follow  the  path  in  the  thick  woods,  and  we 
had  to  feel  the  way  with  our  feet  mostly  as 
it  was  quite  dark.  We  had  got  about  eighty 
rods  from  the  house  when,  as  unexpected 
as  thunder  in  the  winter,  broke  upon  our 
startled  ears  the  dismal  yells  and  awful 
howls  of  wolves.  No  doubt  they  had  smelled 
our  venison  and  come  down  from  the  west, 
came  down  almost  upon  us  and  broke  out 
with  their  hideous  yells.   The  woods  seemed 

2°  Fire  making  is  an  essential  of  human  existence,  and 
stone-age  men  mastered  the  art  and  devised  instru- 
ments for  its  practice.  Until  the  invention  of  the  friction 
match,  the  most  practical  tool  for  starting  a  fire  was 
the  fire  steel  and  flint.  If  the  fire  steel  was  lacking,  any 
piece  of  steel,  such  as  a  jack  knife  blade  might  be  made 
to  serve  its  purpose.  The  friction  match,  which  revolu- 
tionized the  art  of  starting  fires,  was  invented  in  Eng- 
land in  1827,  and  was  first  produced  in  America  in  1836. 
A  further  period  of  time  elapsed,  probably,  before  it 
came  into  the  possession  of  such  pioneer  families  as  the 
Nowlins. 
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to  be  alive  with  them.  Father  said:  "Load 
the  rifle  quick  I"  I  dropped  my  venison,  and 
if  ever  I  loaded  a  gun  quick,  in  the  dark,  it 
was  then.  I  threw  in  the  powder,  ran  down 
a  ball  without  a  patch,  and,  strange  to  say, 
before  I  got  the  cap  on  the  wolves  were 
gone,  or  at  least  they  were  still,  we  didn't 
even  hear  them  run  or  trot.  What  it  was 
that  frightened  them  we  never  knew; 
whether  it  was  our  stopping  so  boldly  or 
the  smell  of  the  powder,  or  what,  I  cannot 
say;  but  we  did  refuse  to  let  them  have  our 
venison.  We  got  away  with  it  as  quickly  as 
possible  and  carried  it  safely  home. 

Another  wolf  adventure  worth  relating; 
I  had  been  deer  hunting;  I  had  been  oft'  be- 
yond what  we  called  the  Indian  hill  and  was 
returning  home.  I  was  southwest  of  this 
hill,  and  on  the  north  side  of  a  little  ridge 
which  ran  to  the  hill,  when  two  wolves  came 
from  the  south.  They  ran  over  the  little 
ridge,  crossing  right  in  front  of  me,  to  go 
into  a  big  thicket  north.  I  had  my  rifle  on 
them.  They  did  halt,  but  in  shooting  very 
quickly  I  did  not  get  a  very  good  sight,  how- 
ever, I  knocked  one  down  and  thought  I  had 
killed  him.  (They  were  just  about  of  a  size, 
and  when  I  shot,  the  other  went  back  like  a 
fiash  the  way  he  came  from.)  I  loaded  the 
rifle,  but  before  I  had  it  loaded  the  one  I 
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had  shot  got  up  and  looked  at  me.  I  saw 
what  I  had  done.  I  had  cut  off  his  lower  jaw, 
close  up,  and  it  hung  down.  Another  shot  fin- 
ished him  quickly.  He  measured  six  feet  from 
the  end  of  his  nose  to  the  point  of  his  tail. 

I  have  seen  many  wolves,  I  have  seen  them 
in  shows,  but  never  saw  any  that  compared 
in  size  with  these  Michigan  wolves.  It  takes 
a  very  large,  long  dog  to  measure  five  feet. 
There  was  a  bounty  on  wolves.  I  went  down 
through  the  woods  to  Squire  Goodel's,  who 
lived  near  the  Detroit  river,  got  him  to  make 
out  my  papers  and  got  the  bounty.  These 
pests  were  more  shy  in  the  day-time.  They 
were  harder  to  get  a  shot  at  than  the  deer. 
There  were  many  of  them  in  the  woods,  and 
we  heard  them  so  often  nights  that  we  be- 
came familiar  with  them.  When  the  "Mich- 
igan Central  Railroad  "  was  built,  and  the  cars 
ran  through  Dearborn,  there  was  something 
about  the  iron  track,  or  the  noise  of  the  cars 
which  drove  them  from  the  country.^^ 

21  There  is  reason  for  doubting  the  correctness  of  the 
explanation  given  by  the  author  for  the  disappearance 
of  wolves  from  Wayne  County,  if,  indeed,  they  disap- 
peared thus  early.  The  gradual  removal  of  the  timber, 
and  the  corresponding  increase  of  settlers  and  farmers, 
would  seem  to  offer  a  better  explanation  of  their  disap- 
pearance. In  Iowa,  the  present  writer  was  familiar  with 
them  throughout  his  entire  boyhood,  although  railroads 
had  crisscrossed  the  country  long  before  his  birth. 
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THE   IN'DIAXS   VISIT   US — THEIR   STRANGE   AND 
PECULIAR  WAYS 

SOME  three  or  four  years  after  we  came 
to  the  country  there  came  a  tribe,  or 
part  of  a  tribe,  of  Indians  and  camped 
a  little  over  a  mile  southwest  of  our  house, 
in  the  timber,  near  the  head  of  the  windfall 
next  to  the  openings.  They  somewhat 
alarmed  us,  but  father  said,  "Use  them 
well,  be  kind  to  them  and  they  will  not  harm 
us."  I  suppose  they  came  to  hunt.  It  was 
in  the  summer  time  and  the  first  we  knew 
of  them,  my  little  brother  and  two  sisters 
had  been  on  the  openings  picking  huckle- 
berries not  thinking  of  Indians.  When  they 
started  home  and  got  into  the  edge  of  the 
woods  they  were  in  plain  sight  of  Indians, 
and  they  said  it  appeared  as  if  the  woods 
were  full  of  them.  They  stood  for  a  minute 
and  saw  that  the  Indians  were  peeling  bark 
and  making  wigwams;  they  had  some  trees 
already  peeled. 

They  said  they  saw  one  Indian  who  had 
on  a  sort  of  crown,  or  wreath,  with  feathers 
in  it  that  waved  a  foot  above  his  head.  They 
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saw  him  mount  a  sorrel  pony.  As  he  did  so 
the  other  Indians  whooped  and  hooted,  1 
suppose  to  cheer  the  chief.  Childlike  they 
were  scared  and  thought  that  he  was  com- 
ing after  them  on  horseback.  They  left  the 
path  and  ran  right  into  the  brush  and  woods, 
from  home.  When  they  thought  they  were 
out  of  sight  of  the  Indian  they  turned  toward 
home.  After  they  came  in  sight  of  home,  to 
encourage  his  sisters,  my  little  brother  told 
them,  he  wouldn't  be  afraid  of  any  one  In- 
dian but,  he  said,  there  were  so  many  there 
it  was  enough  to  scare  anybody.  When  they 
got  within  twenty  rods  of  the  house  they 
saw  some  one  coming  beyond  the  house  with 
a  gun  on  his  shoulder.  One  said  it  was 
William  Beal,  another  said  it  was  an  Indian. 
They  looked  again  and  all  agreed  that  it  was 
an  Indian.  If  they  had  come  straight  down 
the  lane,  they  would  have  just  about  met 
him  at  the  bars,  opposite  the  house,  (where 
we  went  through).  There  was  no  way  for 
them  to  get  to  the  house  and  shun  him  ex- 
cept to  climb  the  fence  and  run  across  the 
field.  The  dreaded  Indian  seemed  to  meet 
them  everywhere,  and  if  possible  they  were 
more  scared  now  than  before.  Brother  and 
sister  Sarah  were  over  the  fence  very 
quickly.  Bessie  had  run  so  hard  to  get 
home  and  was  so  scared  that  in  attempting 
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to  climb  the  fence  she  got  part  way  up  and 
fell  back,  but  up  and  tried  again.  Sister 
Sarah  would  not  leave  her  but  helped  her 
over.  But  John  S.  left  them  and  ran  for  his 
life  to  the  house;  as  soon  as  they  could  get 
started  they  ran  too.  Mother  said  Smith 
ran  into  the  house  looking  very  scared,  and 
went  for  the  gun.  She  asked  him  what  was 
the  matter,  and  what  he  wanted  of  the  gun; 
he  said  there  was  an  Indian  coming  to  kill 
them  and  he  wanted  to  shoot  him.  Mother 
told  him  to  let  the  gun  alone,  the  Indian 
would  not  hurt  them;  by  this  time  my  sis- 
ters had  got  in.  In  a  minute  or  two  afterward 
the  Indian  came  in,  little  thinking  how  near 
he  had  come  being  shot  by  a  youthful  hero. 

Poor  Indian  wanted  to  borrow  a  large 
brass  kettle  that  mother  had  and  leave  his 
rifle  as  security  for  it.  Mother  lent  him  the 
kettle  and  he  went  away.  In  a  few  days  he 
brought  the  kettle  home. 

A  short  time  after  this  a  number  of  them 
had  been  out  to  Dearbornville  and  got  some 
whisky.  All  but  one  had  imbibed  rather  too 
freely  of  "Whiteman's  fire  water  to  make 
Indian  feel  good."  They  came  down  as  far 
as  our  house  and,  as  we  had  no  stick  stand- 
ing across  the  door,  they  w^alked  in  very 
quietly,  without  knocking.  The  practice  or 
law  among  the  Indians  is,  when  one  goes 
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away  from  his  wigwam,  if  he  puts  a  stick 
across  the  entrance  all  are  forbidden  to  enter 
there;  and,  as  it  is  the  only  protection  of  his 
wigwam,  no  Indian  honorably  violates  it. 
There  were  ten  of  these  Indians.  Mother 
was  washing.  She  said  the  children  were 
very  much  afraid,  not  having  gotten  over 
their  fright.  They  got  around  behind  her 
and  the  washtub,  as  though  she  could  pro- 
tect them.  The  Indians  asked  for  bread  and 
milk;  mother  gave  them  all  she  had.  They 
got  upon  the  floor,  took  hold  of  hands  and 
formed  a  ring.  The  sober  one  sat  in  the 
middle;  the  others  seemed  to  hear  to  what 
he  said  as  much  as  though  he  had  been  an 
officer.  He  would  not  drink  a  drop  of  the 
whisky,  but  kept  perfectly  sober.  They 
seemed  to  have  a  very  joyful  time,  they 
danced  and  sang  their  wild  songs  of  the  for- 
est. Then  asked  mother  for  more  bread  and 
milk;  she  told  them  she  had  no  more;  then 
they  asked  for  buttermilk  and  she  gave 
them  what  she  had  of  that.  As  mother  was 
afraid,  she  gave  them  anything  she  had, 
that  they  called  for.  They  asked  her  for 
whisky;  she  said  she  hadn't  got  it.  They 
said,  "Maybe  you  lie."  Then  they  pointed 
toward  Mr.  Pardee's  and  said,  "Neighbor 
got  whisky?"  She  told  them  she  didn't 
know.    They  said  again,  "Maybe  you  lie." 
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When  they  were  ready  the  sober  one  said, 
"Indian  go ! "  He  had  them  all  start  in  single 
file.  In  that  way  they  went  out  of  sight. 
Mother  was  overjoyed  and  much  relieved 
when  they  were  gone.  They  had  eaten  up  all 
her  bread  and  used  up  all  her  milk,  but  I  sup- 
pose they  thought  they  had  had  a  good  time. 

Not  more  than  two  or  three  weeks  after 
this  the  Indians  moved  away,  and  these 
children  of  the  forest  wandered  to  other 
hunting  grounds.  We  were  very  much 
pleased,  as  well  as  the  other  neighbors, 
when  they  were  gone. 

Father  had  a  good  opinion  of  the  Indians, 
though  he  had  been  frightened  by  the  first 
one,  John  Williams,  and  was  afraid  of  los- 
ing his  life  by  him.  He  considered  him  an 
exception,  a  wicked,  ugly  Indian.  Thought, 
perhaps,  he  had  been  driven  away  from  his 
own  tribe,  and  was  like  Cain,  a  vagabond 
upon  the  face  of  the  earth.  He  was  different 
from  other  Indians,  as  some  of  them  had  the 
most  sensitive  emotions  of  humanity.  If 
you  did  them  a  kindness  they  would  never 
forget  it,  and  they  never  would  betray  a 
friend;  but  if  you  offended  them  or  did  them 
an  injury,  they  would  never  forget  that 
either.  These  two  traits  of  character  run 
parallel  with  their  lives  and  only  terminate 
with  their  existence. 
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I  recollect  father's  relating  a  circumstance 
that  happened  in  the  State  of  New  York, 
about  the  time  of  the  Revolutionary  War. 
He  said  an  Indian  went  into  a  tavern  and 
asked  the  landlord  if  he  would  give  him 
something  to  eat.  The  landlord  repulsed 
him  with  scorn,  told  him  he  wouldn't  give 
him  anything  and  to  get  out  of  the  house, 
for  he  didn't  want  a  dirty  Indian  around. 
There  was  a  gentleman  sitting  in  the  room 
who  saw  the  Indian  come  in  and  heard 
what  was  said.  The  Indian  started  to  go; 
the  gentleman  stepped  up  and  said:  "Call 
him  back,  give  him  what  he  wants,  and  I'll 
pay  for  it."  The  Indian  went  back,  had  a 
good  meal  and  was  well  used;  then  he  went 
on  his  way  and  the  gentleman  saw  him  no 
more,  at  that  time. 

Shortly  after  this  the  gentleman  emigrated 
to  the  West,  and  was  one  of  the  advanced 
guards  of  civilization.  He  went  into  the 
woods,  built  him  a  house  and  cleared  a  piece 
of  land.  About  this  time  there  was  a  war  in 
the  country.  He  was  taken  captive  and  car- 
ried away  a  long  distance,  to  an  Indian  set- 
tlement. He  was  tried,  by  them,  for  his  life, 
condemned  to  death  and  was  to  be  executed 
the  next  morning.  He  v/as  securely  bound 
and  fastened.  The  chief  detailed  an  Indian 
who,  he  thought,   knew  something  of  the 
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whites  and  their  tricks  and  would  be  capable 
of  guarding  the  captive  safely,  and  he  was 
set  as  a  watch  to  keep  him  secure  until 
morning.  I  have  forgotten  what  father  said 
was  to  have  been  the  manner  of  his  execu- 
tion; whether  he  was  to  be  tomahawked  or 
burned,  at  all  events  he  was  to  meet  his  fate 
in  the  morning.  Late  in  the  night,  after  the 
warriors  were  fast  asleep  and,  perhaps, 
dreaming  of  their  spoils,  when  everything 
was  still  in  the  camp,  the  Indian  untied  and 
loosed  the  captive,  told  him  to  be  careful, 
still,  and  follow  him.  After  they  were  out- 
side the  camp,  out  of  hearing,  the  Indian 
told  the  white  man  that  he  was  going  to 
save  his  life  and  show  him  the  way  home. 
They  traveled  until  morning  and  all  that 
day,  and  the  night  following,  the  next  morn- 
ing they  came  out  in  sight  of  a  clearing  and 
the  Indian  showed  him  a  house  and  asked 
him  if  he  knew  the  place;  he  said  he  did. 
Then  the  Indian  asked  him  if  he  knew  him; 
he  told  him  that  he  did  not.  Then  he  referred 
him  to  the  tavern  and  asked  if  he  remem- 
bered giving  an  Indian  something  to  eat. 
He  said  he  did.  "I  am  the  one,"  said  the 
Indian,  "and  I  dare  not  go  back  to  my  own 
tribe,  they  would  kill  me."  Here  the  friends 
parted  to  meet  no  more.  One  went  home  to 
friends  and  civilization;  the  other  went  an 
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exile  without  friends  to  whom  he  dared  go, 
with  no  home,  a  fugitive  in  the  wilderness. 

There  was  a  man  by  the  name  of  H. 
Moody  who  often  visited  at  father's  house 
he  told  me  that  when  he  was  young  he  was 
among  the  Mohawk  Indians  in  Canada. 
This  tribe  formerly  lived  in  what  is  now  the 
State  of  New  York.  They  took  up  on  the 
side  of  the  English,  were  driven  away  to 
Canada  and  there  settled  on  the  Grand 
River.  Mr.  Moody  was  well  acquainted 
with  the  sons  of  the  great  chief,  Brant,  and 
knew  the  laws  and  customs  of  the  tribe. ^- 
He  said  when  they  considered  one  of  their 
tribe  very  bad  they  set  him  aside  and  would 
have  nothing  to  do  with  him. 

If  one  murdered  another  of  the  same  tribe 
he  was  taken  up  and  tried  by  a  council,  and 
if  it  was  found  to  be  wilful  murder,  without 
any  cause,  he  was  condemned  and  put  to 
death;  but  if  there  were  anv  extenuating 
circumstances  which  showed  that  he  had 
some  reason  for  it,  he  was  condemned  and 
sentenced,  by  the  chief,  to  sit  on  the  grave 
of  his  victim  for  a  certain  length  of  time. 

-2  The  Mohawk  settlement  on  Grand  River  was  a 
short  distance  from  present-day  Brantville,  Ontario. 
Here  Joseph  Brant  spent  the  latter  portion  of  his  life, 
and  many  of  the  descendants  of  the  Mohawk  still  reside 
here. 
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That  was  his  only  liupe  and  his  "City  of 
refuge."  If  any  of  the  relatives  of  the  de- 
ceased wanted  to  kill  him  there  they  had  a 
right  (according  to  their  law)  to  do  so.  If 
he  remained  and  lived  his  time  out,  on  the 
horrible  place,  he  was  received  back  again 
to  the  fellowship  of  his  tribe.  This  must 
have  been  a  terrible  punishment.  It  showed, 
however,  the  Indian's  love  of  his  tribe  and 
country,  to  sit  there  and  think  of  the  danger 
of  being  shot  or  tomahawked,  and  of  the 
terrible  deed  he  had  committed.  He  had 
taken  away  what  he  could  never  give.  How 
different  was  his  case  from  the  one  who  left 
tribe,  friends  and  home,  and  ran  away  to 
save  the  life  of  a  white  man  who  had  given 
him  bread. 

About  two  and  a  half  miles  southwest  of 
our  house  there  was  a  large  sand  hill. 
Huckleberries  grew  there  in  abundance.  I 
went  there  and  picked  some  myself.  On  the 
top  of  that  hill  we  found  Indian  graves, 
where  some  had  been  recently  buried. 
There  were  pens  built  of  old  logs  and  poles 
around  them,  and  we  called  it  the  "Indian 
Hill."  It  is  known  by  that  name  to  this 
day.  The  old  telegraph  road  runs  right 
round  under  the  brow  of  this  hill.  This  hill 
is  in  the  town  of  Taylor.  I  don't  suppose 
there  are  many  in  that  town  who  do  not 
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know  the  hill  or  have  heard  of  it,  and  but 
few  in  the  town  of  Dearborn.  I  don't  sup- 
pose there  are  six  persons  living  who  know 
the  reason  it  is  called  the  "Indian  Hill"  for 
we  named  it  in  a  very  early  day.--^ 

Some  twelve  or  fifteen  years  after  this  a 
man  by  the  name  of  Clark  had  the  job  of 
grading  down  a  sand  hill  nearly  a  mile  south 
of  Taylor  Center.  In  grading  he  had  to  cut 
down  the  bank  six  or  seven  feet  and  draw  it 
off  on  to  the  road.  He  hired  me  with  my 
team  to  go  and  help  him.  I  went.  He  had 
been  at  work  there  before  and  he  showed 
me  some  Indian  bones  that  he  had  dug  up 
and  laid  in  a  heap.  He  said  that  two  persons 
were  buried  there.  From  the  bones,  one 
must  have  been  very  large,  and  the  other 
smaller.  He  had  been  very  careful  to  gather 
them  up.  He  said  he  thought  they  were 
buried  in  a  sitting  or  reclining  posture,  as 
he  came  to  the  skulls  first.  The  skulls,  arm 
and  thigh  bones  were  in  the  best  state  of 
preservation,  and  in  fact,  the  most  that  was 
left  of  them. 

I  took  one  thigh  bone  that  was  whole,  sat 
down  on  the  bank  and  we  compared  it  with 

23  "Indian  Hill"  was  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of 
present-day  Hand  Station.  The  ridge,  or  hill,  has  long 
since  been  graded  or  hauled  away,  and  the  name  itself 
seems  to  have  vanished  from  the  local  memory. 
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my  own.  As  I  was  six  feet,  an  inch  and  a 
half,  we  tried  to  measure  the  best  we  could 
to  learn  the  size  of  the  Indian.  We  made  up 
our  minds  that  he  was  at  least  seven,  or 
seven  and  a  half,  feet  tall.  I  think  it  likely 
it  was  his  squaw  who  sat  by  his  side.  They 
must  have  been  buried  a  very  long  time. 
We  dug  a  hole  on  the  north  side  of  a  little 
black  oak  tree  that  stood  on  the  hill  west  of 
the  road,  and  there  we  deposited  all  that 
remained  of  those  ancient  people.  I  was 
along  there  the  other  day  (1875)  ^"^  ^^  ^ 
passed  I  noticed  the  oak.  It  is  now  quite  a 
large  tree;  I  thought  there  was  no  one  living 
in  this  country,  but  me,  who  knew  what  was 
beneath  its  roots.  No  doubt  that  Indian 
was  a  hunter  and  a  warrior  in  his  dav.  He 
might  have  heard,  and  been  alarmed,  that 
the  white  man  had  come  in  big  canoes  over 
the  great  waters  and  that  they  were  stop- 
ping to  live  beyond  the  mountains.  But 
little  did  he  think  that  in  a  few  moons, 
or  "skeezicks"  as  they  called  it,  he  should 
pass  to  the  happy  hunting  ground,  and 
his  bones  be  dug  up  bv  the  white  man, 
and  hundreds  and  thousands  pass  over 
the  place,  not  knowing  that  once  a  na- 
tive American  and  his  squaw  were  buried 
there.  That  Indian  might  have  sung  this 
sentiment: 
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'  'And  when  this  life  shall  end, 

When  calls  the  great  So-wan-na, 
Southwestern  shall  I  wend. 

To  roam  the  great  Savannah." — Bishop. 

No  doubt  he  was  an  observer  of  nature. 
In  his  day  he  had  listened  to  the  voice  of 
Gitche  Manito,  or  the  Great  Spirit,  in  the 
thunder  and  witnessed  the  display  of  his 
power  in  the  lightning,  as  it  destroyed  the 
monster  oak  and  tore  it  in  slivers  from  top 
to  bottom,  and  the  voice  of  the  wind,  all 
told  him  that  there  was  a  Great  Spirit.  It 
told  him  if  Indian  was  good  he  would  go  to 
a  better  place,  where  game  would  be  plenty, 
and,  no  one  would  drive  him  away.  No 
doubt  he  had  made  preparation  for  his 
departure  and  wanted  his  bow,  arrow,  and 
maybe  other  things,  buried  with  him.  If 
this  was  so  they  had  disappeared  as  we  found 
nothing  of  the  kind.  It  is  known  to  be  the 
belief  of  the  Indian  in  his  wild  state,  that  he 
will  need  his  bow  and  arrow,  or  his  gun  and 
powder  horn,  or  whatever  he  has  to  hunt 
with  here,  to  use  after  he  has  passed  over  to 
the  happy  hunting  ground. 

About  the  time  that  Clark  dug  up  the 
bones,  I  became  acquainted  with  something 
that  I  never  could  account  for  and  it  has  al- 
ways been  a  mystery  to  me.  An  Englishman 
was  digging  a  ditch  on  the  creek  bottom, 
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to  drain  the  creek,  a  little  over  three- 
quarters  of  a  mile  west  of  father's  house.  He 
was  digging  it  six  feet  wide  and  two  feet 
deep,  where  brush  called  grey  willows  stood 
so  thick  that  it  was  impossible  for  a  man  to 
walk  through  them.  He  cut  the  brush  and 
had  dug  eight  or  ten  inches  when  he  came  to 
red  earth.  Some  day  there  had  been  a  great 
fire  at  this  place.  The  streak  of  red  ground 
was  about  an  inch  thick,  and  in  it  he  found 
what  all  called  human  bones.  I  went  to  see 
it  myself  and  the  bones  we  gathered  up  were 
mostly  small  pieces,  no  whole  ones;  but  we 
saw  enough  to  convince  us  that  they  were 
human  bones.  The  ground  that  was  burned 
over  might  have  been,  from  the  appearance, 
twelve  feet  square.  It  must  have  been  done 
a  great  many  years  before,  for  the  ground  to 
make,  and  the  brush  to  grow  over  it. 

This  creek,  the  Ecorse,  not  being  fed  by 
any  rivulets  or  springs  from  hills  or  moun- 
tains, is  supplied  entirely  by  surface  water. 
It  is  sometimes  quite  a  large  stream,  but 
during  dry  weather  in  the  summer  time  it  is 
entirely  dry.  The  Englishman  was  digging 
it  deeper  to  take  off  the  surface  water  when 
it  came. 

It  is  possible  that,  sometime,  Indians  had 
burned  their  captives  there.  In  fact  there  is 
no  doubt  of  it.   It  must  have  been  the  work 
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of  Indians.  We  may  go  back  in  our  imagi- 
nations to  the  time,  when  the  place  where 
the  city  of  Detroit  now  stands  was  an  Indian 
town  or  village,  and  ask  its  inhabitants  if 
they  knew  who  were  burned  twelve  miles 
west  of  there  on  a  creek,  they  might  not  be 
able  to  tell.  We  might  ask  the  giant  Indian 
of  the  sand  hill,  if  he  knew,  and  he  might 
say,  "I  had  a  hand  in  that;  it  was  in  my 
day."  But  we  have  no  medium,  through 
which  we  can  find  out  the  dark  mysteries  of 
the  past.  They  will  have  to  remain  until  the 
light  of  eternity  dawns,  and  all  the  dead  who 
have  ever  lived  are  called  to  be  again,  and  to 
come  forth.  Then  the  dark  mysteries  of  the 
past  which  have  been  locked  up  for  centuries 
will  be  revealed. 
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THE   IXSIDE   OF  OUR   HOUSE A    PICTURE 

FROM  MEMORY 

y4S  I  have  been  led  away,  for  some  years, 
/-\  following  poor  Indian  in  his  belief, 
-^  -^  life  and  death,  and  in  doing  so  have 
wandered  from  my  story,  I  will  now  return 
to  the  second  or  third  year  of  our  settlement. 
I  described  how  the  body  of  our  second  house 
was  made,  and  the  roof  put  on.  I  now  look 
at  its  interior.  The  lower  floor  was  made  of 
whitewood  boards,  in  their  rough  state, 
nailed  down.  The  upper  floor  was  laid  with 
the  same  kind  of  boards,  though  they  were 
not  nailed.  When  they  shrunk  they  could  be 
driven  together,  to  close  the  cracks.  The 
chimney  was  what  we  called  a  "stick"  or 
"Dutch  chimney."  The  way  it  was  built; 
two  crooked  sticks,  six  inches  wide  and  four 
inches  thick,  were  taken  for  arms;  the  foot 
of  these  sticks  were  placed  on  the  inner  edge 
or  top  of  the  second  log  of  the  house,  and  the 
upper  ends  laid  against  the  front  beam  of  the 
chamber  floor.  These  sticks  or  arms  were 
about  six  feet  apart  at  the  mouth  of  the 
chimney.   Father  cut  a  green  black  oak  and 
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sawed  off  some  bolts,  took  a  froe,  that  he 
brought  from  York  State,  and  rived  out 
shakes  three  inches  wide  and  about  an  inch 
thick.  Of  these  and  clay  he  laid  up  the 
chimney.  It  started  from  the  arms  and  the 
chamber  beam.  x\fter  it  got  up  a  little  it  was 
like  laying  up  a  pen.  He  spread  on  some 
clay,  then  laid  on  four  sticks  and  pressed 
them  into  the  clay,  then  spread  on  clay 
again,  covering  the  sticks  entirely.  In  this 
way  our  chimney  was  built,  and  its  size,  at 
the  top,  was  about  two  by  four  feet.  It 
proved  to  be  quite  a  good  and  safe  chimney. 

The  last  thing  before  retiring  for  the  night, 
after  the  fire  had  burned  low  and  the  big 
coals  were  covered  with  ashes,  was  to  look 
up  the  chimney  and  see  if  it  had  taken  fire. 
If  it  had,  and  was  smoking  on  the  inside, 
father  would  take  a  ladder,  set  it  up  in  the 
chimney,  take  a  little  w^ater  and  go  up  and 
put  it  out.  This  was  seldom  necessary,  as  it 
never  took  fire  unless  the  clay  cracked  in 
places,  or  the  weather  wore  it  off. 

When  there  was  a  small  fire  in  the  eve- 
ning, I  could  stand  on  the  clay  hearth  and 
look  through  the  chimney  at  the  stars  as  they 
twinkled  and  shone  in  their  brightness.  I  could 
count  a  number  of  them  as  I  stood  there. 

Father  drove  into  a  log,  back  of  the  fire 
place,  two  iron  eyes  on  which  to  hang  a 
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crane;  they  extended  into  the  room  about 
one  foot.  Around,  and  at  one  side  of  these 
he  built  the  back  of  the  fireplace  of  clear 
clay  a  foot  thick  at  the  bottom,  but  thinner 
when  it  got  up  to  the  sticks;  after  the  clay 
dried  he  hung  the  crane.  It  is  seen  that  we 
had  no  jambs  to  our  fireplace.  Father  some- 
times at  night  would  get  a  backlog  in.  I 
have  seen  those  which  he  got  green,  and 
very  large,  which  were  sometimes  twenty 
inches  through  and  five  or  six  feet  long. 
When  he  got  the  log  to  the  door,  he  would 
take  a  round  stick  as  large  as  his  arm,  lay 
it  on  the  floor,  so  that  his  log  would  come 
crossways  of  it,  and  then  crowd  the  log.  I 
have  seen  him  crowd  it  with  a  handspike 
and  the  stick  would  roll  in  opposite  the  fire- 
place. He  would  tell  us  children  to  stand 
back  and  take  the  chairs  out  of  the  way. 
Then  he  would  roll  the  log  into  the  fireplace, 
and  very  carefully  so  as  not  to  break  or 
crack  the  clay  hearth,  for  mother  had  all 
the  care  of  that,  and  wished  it  kept  as  nicely 
as  possible.  When  he  had  the  log  on  to  suit 
him,  he  would  say,  "There,  I  guess  that  will 
last  awhile."  Then  he  would  bring  in  two 
green  sticks,  six  or  eight  inches  through  and 
about  three  feet  long,  and  place  them  on  the 
hearth  with  the  ends  against  the  backlog. 
These  he  called  his  Michigan  andirons;  said 
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he  was  proud  of  them.  He  said  they  were 
wood  instead  of  iron,  to  be  sure,  but  he 
could  afford  to  have  a  new  pair  whenever  he 
wanted  them.  \Yhen  he  brought  in  a  large 
fore-stick,  and  laid  it  across  his  andirons, 
he  had  the  foundation  for  a  fire,  for  twenty- 
four  hours. 

On  the  crane  hung  two  or  three  hooks, 
and  on  these,  over  the  fire,  mother  did  most 
of  her  cooking.  As  we  had  no  oven,  mother 
had  what  we  called  a  bake  kettle;  this  was  a 
flat,  low  kettle,  with  a  cast  cover,  the  rim  of 
which  turned  up  an  inch  or  two,  to  hold 
coals.  In  this  kettle,  she  baked  our  bread. 
The  way  she  did  it;  she  would  heat  the  lid, 
put  her  loaf  of  bread  in  the  kettle,  take  the 
shovel  and  pull  out  some  coals  on  the  hearth, 
set  the  kettle  on  them,  put  the  lid  on  and 
shovel  some  coals  on  to  it.  Then  she  would 
watch  it,  turn  it  round  a  few  times,  and  the 
bread  was  done,  and  it  came  on  the  table 
steaming.  When  we  all  gathered  around  the 
family  board  we  did  the  bread  good  justice. 
We  were  favored  with  what  we  called 
**  Michigan  appetites."  Sometimes  when  we 
had  finished  our  meal  there  were  but  few 
fragments  left,  of  anything  except  the  loaf, 
which  was  four  or  five  inches  through,  a 
foot  and  a  half  across,  and  four  and  a  half 
feet  in  circumference. 
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Later,  mother  bought  her  a  tin  baker, 
which  she  placed  before  the  fire  to  bake  her 
bread,  cake,  pies,  etc.  This  helped  her  very 
much  in  getting  along.  It  was  something 
new,  and  we  thought  it  quite  an  invention. 
Mother  had  but  one  room,  and  father 
thought  he  would  build  an  addition  at  the 
west  end  of  our  house,  as  the  chimney  was 
on  the  east  end.  He  built  it  with  a  shed 
roof.  The  lower  floor  was  made  of  boards, 
the  upper  floor  of  shakes.  These  were  gotten 
out  long  enough  to  reach  from  beam  to  beam 
and  they  were  lapped  and  nailed  fast. 

This  room  had  one  window  on  the  west, 
and  a  door  on  the  east,  which  led  into  the 
front  room.  In  one  corner  stood  a  bed  sur- 
rounded by  curtains  as  white  as  snow;  this 
mother  called  her  spare-day  bed.  Two 
chests  and  a  few  chairs  completed  the  furni- 
ture of  this  room;  it  was  mother's  sitting 
room  and  parlor.  I  remember  well  how 
pleased  she  was  when  she  got  a  rag-carpet 
to  cover  the  floor. 

Now  I  have  in  my  mind's  eye  a  view  of 
my  mother's  front  room.  Ah!  there  is  the 
door  on  the  south  with  its  wooden  latch  and 
leather  string.  East  of  the  door  is  a  window, 
and  under  it  stands  a  wooden  bench,  with  a 
water  pail  on  it;  at  the  side  of  the  window 
hangs  the  tin  dipper.    In  the  corner  beyond 
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this  stands  the  ladder,  the  top  resting  on  one 
side  of  an  opening  through  which  we  entered 
the  chamber.  In  the  centre  of  the  east  end 
burned  the  cheerful  fire,  at  the  left  stood  a 
kettle,  pot  and  bread-kettle,  a  frying  pan 
(with  its  handle  four  feet  long)  and  griddle 
hung  over  them.  Under  the  north  window 
stood  a  table  with  its  scantling  legs,  crossed, 
and  its  whitewood  board  top,  as  white  as 
hands  and  ashes  could  scour  it.  Farther  on, 
in  the  north-west  corner  stood  mother's 
bed,  with  a  white  sheet  stretched  on  a  framie 
made  for  that  purpose,  over  it,  and  another 
at  the  back  and  head.  On  the  foot  and  front 
of  the  frame  were  pinned  calico  curtains 
with  roses  and  rosebuds  and  little  birds, 
some  perched  on  a  green  vine  that  ran 
through  the  print,  others  on  the  wing,  flying 
to  and  from  their  straw  colored  nests.  These 
curtains  hung,  oh,  how  gracefully,  around 
that  bed!  They  were  pinned  back  a  little  at 
the  front,  revealing  a  blue  and  white  cover- 
let, of  rare  workmanship.  In  the  next  and 
last  corner  stood  the  family  cupboard.  The 
top  shelves  were  filled  with  dishes,  which 
mother  brought  from  the  state  of  New  York. 
They  were  mostly  blue  and  white,  red  and 
white  and  there  were  some  on  the  top  shelf 
which  the  children  called  their  "golden 
edged  dishes." 
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The  bottom  of  the  cupboard  was  inclosed; 
by  opening  two  small  doors  I  could  look  in. 
I  found  not  there  the  luxuries  of  ev^erv  clime, 
but  what  was  found  there  was  eaten  with  as 
much  relish  as  the  most  costly  viands  would 
be  now.  It  was  a  place  I  visited  often.  In 
hooks  attached  to  a  beam  overhead  hung 
two  guns  which  were  very  frequently  used. 
A  splint  broom  and  five  or  six  splint  bot- 
tomed chairs  constituted  nearly  all  the  fur- 
niture of  this  room.  Before  that  cheerful  fire 
in  one  of  those  chairs,  often  sat  one  making 
and  mending  garments,  little  and  big.  This 
she  did  with  her  own  hands,  never  having 
heard  of  a  sewing  machine,  as  there  were 
none  in  existence  then.--*  She  had  to  make 
every  stitch  with  her  fingers.  We  were  not 
so  fortunate  as  the  favored  people  of  ancient 
times;  our  garments  would  wax  old. 

Mother  made  a  garment  for  father  to 
work  in  which  he  called  his  frock.  It  was 
made  of  linen  cloth  that  she  brought  from 
the  State  of  New  York.  It  was  like  a  shirt 
only  the  sleeves  were  short.  Thev  reached 
half  way  to  his  elbows.    This  he  wore,  in 

2^  Elias  Howe  completed  a  successful  sewing  machine 
in  1845,  ^"d  patented  it  Sept.  10,  1846.  The  invention 
was  first  received  with  favor  in  England,  after  which  the 
manufacture  of  sewing  machines  was  begun  in  the 
United  States. 
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place  of  a  shirt,  when  working  hard  in  warm 
weather.  Southeast  of  the  house  father  dug 
into  the  ground  and  made  him  an  out  door 
cellar,  in  which  we  kept  our  potatoes  through 
the  winter  without  freezing  them.  We  found 
it  very  convenient. 

Father  wanted  a  frame  barn  very  much 
but  that  was  out  of  his  reach.  We  needed 
some  place  to  thrash,  and  to  put  our  grain 
and  hay,  and  where  we  could  work  in  wet 
weather,  but  to  have  it  was  out  of  the  ques- 
tion, so  we  did  the  next  best  thing,  went  at 
it  and  built  a  substitute.  In  the  first  place 
we  cut  six  large  crotches,  went  about  four- 
teen rods  north  of  the  house,  across  the 
lane,  dug  six  holes  and  set  the  two  longest 
crotches  in  the  center  east  and  west.  Then 
put  the  four  shorter  ones,  two  on  the  south 
and  two  on  the  north  side  so  as  to  give  the 
roof  a  slant.  In  the  crotches  we  laid  three 
large  poles  and  on  these  laid  small  poles  and 
rails,  then  covered  the  whole  with  buckwheat 
straw  for  a  roof.  We  cut  down  straight 
grained  timber,  split  the  logs  open  and 
hewed  the  face  and  edges  of  them;  we  laid 
them  back  down  on  the  ground,  tight  to- 
gether and  made  a  floor  under  the  straw 
roof. 

This  building  appeared  from  a  distance 
something  like  a  hay  barrack.   Now  we  had 
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a  sort  of  thrashing  floor.  Back  of  this  we 
built  a  log  stable.  So  the  north  side  was 
enclosed  but  the  east  and  west  ends  and  the 
south  side  were  open.  We  had  to  have  good 
weather  when  we  thrashed  with  our  flails,  as 
the  snow  or  rain  would  blow  right  through 
it.  It  was  a  poor  thing  but  the  best  we  had 
for  several  years,  until  father  was  able,  then 
he  built  him  a  good  frame  barn.  It  stands 
there  on  the  old  place  yet  (1875).  I  often 
think  of  the  old  thrashing  floor.  When  I  got 
a  nice  buck  with  large  horns  I  cut  ofl^  the 
skull  with  the  hide,  so  as  to  keep  them  in  a 
natural  position,  and  nailed  them  on  the 
corners  of  our  thrashing  floor  in  front.  The 
cold  and  storms  of  winter  did  not  afl^ect 
them  m^uch.  There  they  remained,  mute 
and  silent,  to  guard  the  place,  and  let  all 
passers  by  know  that  a  sort  of  a  hunter  lived 
there.  Father  had  good  courage  and  worked 
hard.  He  bared  his  arms  and  brow  to  the 
adverse  winds,  storms,  disappointments, 
cares  and  labors  of  a  life  in  the  woods.  He 
said,  if  he  had  his  health,  some  day  we  would 
be  better  off.  In  a  few  years  his  words  of 
encouragement  proved  true.  He  fought  his 
way  through  manfully,  like  a  veteran  pio- 
neer, raised  up  from  poverty  to  peace  and 
plenty.  This  he  accomplished  by  hard  labor, 
working  days  and  sometimes  nights. 
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One  time  father  wanted  to  clear  off  a  piece 
of  ground  for  buckwheat  by  the  first  of  July. 
He  had  not  much  time  in  which  to  do  it.  We 
had  learned  that  buckwheat  would  catch 
and  grow  very  stout  on  new  and  stumpy 
ground.  Sometimes  it  filled  very  full  and 
loaded  heavy.  It  was  easily  gathered  and 
easily  thrashed,  and  helped  us  very  much 
for  our  winter's  bread.  One  night  after  sup- 
per, father  sat  down  and  smoked  his  pipe; 
it  was  quite  dark  when  he  got  up,  took  his 
ax  in  his  hand  and  went  out.  We  all  knew 
where  he  had  gone.  It  was  to  put  up  his  log 
heaps,  as  he  had  some  burning.  Mother 
said,  "We  will  go  and  help  pick  up  and 
burn."  When  we  started,  looking  towards 
the  woods,  we  could  see  him  dimly  through 
the  darkness.  As  we  neared  him  we  could 
see  his  bare  arms  with  the  handspike  in  his 
hands  rolling  up  the  logs.  The  fire  took  a 
new  hold  of  them  when  he  rolled  them  to- 
gether. The  flames  would  shoot  up  bright, 
and  his  countenance  appeared  to  be  a  pale 
red,  while  thousands  of  sparks  flew  above 
his  head  and  disappeared  in  the  air.  In  a 
minute  there  was  an  awkward  boy  at  his 
side  with  a  handspike,  taking  hold  and  do- 
ing the  best  he  could  to  help,  and  there  was 
mother  by  the  light  of  the  fires,  who  a  short 
time   before   in   her   native   home,   was   an 
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invalid  and  her  life  despaired  of,  now,  with 
some  of  her  children,  picking  up  chips  and 
sticks  and  burning  them  out  of  the  wav. 

We  were  well  rewarded  for  our  labor.  The 
buckwheat  came  up  and  in  a  little  time  it 
was  all  in  bloom.  It  put  on  its  snow  white 
blossoms,  and  the  wind  that  caressed  it,  and 
caused  it  to  wave,  bore  away  on  its  wings  to 
the  woods  the  fragrance  of  the  buckwheat 
held. 

The  little  industrious  bee  came  there  with 
its  comrades  and  extracted  its  load  of  sweet, 
then  flew  back  to  its  nativ^e  home  in  the  for- 
est. There  it  deposited  its  load,  stored  it 
away  carefully  against  the  time  of  need. 
Nature  taught  the  bee  that  a  long,  cold  win- 
ter was  coming  and  that  it  was  best  to  work 
and  improve  the  time,  and  the  little  fellow 
has  left  us  a  very  bright  example  to  follow. 
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METHEGLIN  OR  THE  DETECTED  DRINK 

y4S  will  be  remembered  by  the  early  set- 
/A  tiers  of  Michigan,  bee  hunting  and  wild 
-^  -^  honey  constituted  one  of  the  comforts 
and  luxuries  of  life.  Father  being  somewhat 
expert  in  finding  bees  found  a  number  of 
trees,  one  of  which  was  a  large  whitewood 
and  stood  full  a  mile  or  more,  from  home. 
One  day  he  and  I  cut  it  down.  It  proved  to 
be  a  very  good  tree,  as  far  as  honey  was  con- 
cerned. We  easily  filled  our  buckets  and 
returned  home,  leaving  a  large  quantity  in 
the  tree,  which  we  intended  to  return  and 
get  as  soon  as  possible.  When  we  returned 
we  found  to  our  surprise,  that  the  tree  had 
caught  fire  and  was  burning  quite  lively 
where  the  honey  was  secreted.  The  fire 
originated  from  the  burning  of  some  straw 
that  father  had  used  in  singeing  the  bees  to 
prevent  their  ferocious  attacks  and  stinging. 
We  found  that  the  fire  had  melted  some  of 
the  honey  and  that  it  was  running  into  a 
cavity  in  the  tree  which  the  bees  had  cleaned 
out.  It  looked  as  nice  as  though  it  had 
dripped  into  a  wooden  bowl.    Father  said 
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there  was  a  chance  to  save  it,  and  we  dipped 
out  a  pailful  of  nice  clear  honey,  except  that 
it  was  tinged,  somewhat,  in  color  and  made 
a  little  bitter  by  the  fire. 

This  formed  one  of  the  ingredients  used 
in  making  the  metheglin.  We  also  secured 
some  more  very  nice  honey.  Father  said, 
judging  from  the  amount  we  got,  he  should 
think  the  tree  contained  at  least  a  hundred 
pounds  of  good  honey,  and  I  should  think  so 
too.  And  he  said  "This  truly  is  a  goodly 
land;  it  flows  with  milk  and  honey."  He  also 
said,  *'I  will  make  a  barrel  of  metheglin, 
which  will  be  a  very  delicious  drink  for  my 
family  and  a  kind  of  a  substitute  for  the 
luxuries  they  left  behind.  It  will  slake  the 
thirst  of  the  friendly  pioneers,  who  may 
favor  us  with  a  call  in  our  new  forest  home; 
or  those  friends  who  come  to  talk  over  the 
adventures  of  days  now  past,  and  the  pros- 
pects of  better  days  to  come." 

But  in  order  to  make  the  metheglin,  he 
must  procure  a  barrel,  and  this  he  had  to 
bring  some  distance  on  his  back,  as  we  had 
no  team.  When  he  got  the  barrel  home,  and 
ready  to  make  his  metheglin,  he  located  it 
across  two  sticks  about  three  feet  long  and 
six  inches  through.  These  he  placed  with 
the  ends  toward  the  chimney  on  the  cham- 
ber floor,  and  on  them  next  to  the  chimney, 
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he  placed  his  barrel.  He  filled  it  with 
metheglin  and  said  that  the  heat  of  the  fire 
below,  and  warmth  of  the  chimney  above, 
would  keep  it  from  freezing.  Being  placed 
upon  the  sticks  he  could  draw  from  it  at  his 
convenience,  which  he  was  quite  sure  to  do 
when  any  of  the  neighbors  called.  Neigh- 
bors were  not  very  plenty  in  those  days  and 
we  were  always  glad  to  see  them.  When  they 
came  father  would  take  his  mug,  go  up  the 
ladder  and  return  with  it  filled  with  metheg- 
lin. Then  he  would  pour  out  a  glass,  hand 
it  to  the  neighbor,  who  would  usually  say, 
**What  is  it?"  Father  would  say,  '"Try  it 
and  see."  This  they  usually  did.  He  then 
told  them:  ''This  is  my  wine,  it  was  taken 
from  the  woods  and  it  is  a  Michigan  drink, 
the  bees  helped  me  to  make  it."  It  was  gen- 
erally called  nice.  Of  course  he  frequently, 
after  a  hard  day's  work,  would  go  up  in  the 
chamber,  draw  some  and  give  us  all  a  drink. 
It  tasted  very  good  to  all,  and  especially  to 
me,  as  will  be  seen  by  what  follows.  It  so 
happened  that  the  chamber  where  the  barrel 
was  kept,  was  the  sleeping  apartment  of 
myself  and  brother,  John  S.  I  played  the 
more  important  part  in  the  "Detected 
drink;"  at  least  I  thought  so. 

I  found,  by  examining  the  barrel,  that  by 
removing  a  little  block,  which  was  placed 
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under  the  side,  taking  out  tlic  bung  and 
putting  my  mouth  in  its  place  I  could  roll 
the  barrel  a  little,  on  the  sticks,  and  by  be- 
ing very  careful,  could  get  a  drink  with  ease. 
Then  replacing  the  bung  and  rolling  the 
barrel  back  to  its  place,  very  carefully  so  as 
not  to  make  a  noise  or  arouse  suspicion,  I 
would  put  the  block  in  its  place  thinking  no 
one  was  any  wiser,  but  me,  for  the  drink 
which  I  thought  was  very  palatable  and 
delicious.  Not  like  the  three  drinks  I  had 
taken  from  the  jug  some  time  before. 

This  continued  for  sometime  very  much 
to  my  comfort,  as  far  as  good  drink  was  con- 
cerned. It  was  usually  indulged  in  at  night, 
after  I  had  undressed  my  feet,  and  father 
and  mother  supposed  I  had  retired.  There 
was  one  difficulty.  I  was  liable  to  be  exposed 
by  my  little  brother,  John  S.,  who  slept  with 
me;  so  I  concluded  to  take  him  into  my  con- 
fidence. There  were  two  reasons  for  mv  do- 
ing so:  first,  I  wished  him  to  have  something 
good;  and  second,  I  wanted  to  have  him 
implicated  with  myself,  fearing  that  he 
might  reveal  my  proceedings.  So  we  en- 
joyed it  together  for  a  few  nights.  I  would 
drink  first,  then  hold  the  barrel  for  him 
while  he  drank.  We  thought  we  were  faring 
like  nabobs.  But  alas  for  me!  One  evening 
brother  John  S.  and  I  retired  as  usual,  leav- 
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ing  father  and  mother  seated  by  the  fire,  I 
suppose  talking  over  the  scenes  of  their  early 
da\  s  or,  more  probably,  discussing  the  best 
wav  to  get  along  and  support  their  family 
in  this  their  new  torest  home. 

I  thought,  of  course,  we  must  have  some 
of  the  good  drink  before  we  shut  our  eyes 
for  the  night,  and  no  sooner  thought  than 
we  went  for  it.  As  usual,  I  removed  the 
block  and  out  with  the  bung,  then  down 
with  my  mouth  to  the  bung  hole  and  over 
with  the  barrel  until  the  delightful  liquid 
reached  my  anxious  lips.  My  thirst  was 
soon  slaked  by  a  good  drink,  I  relished  it 
first  rate. 

Then  came  brother  John  S.'  turn,  and, 
some  way,  in  attempting  to  get  his  drink  I 
let  the  barrel  slip.  He  was  small  and  I  had 
to  hold  it  for  him,  but  this  time  the  barrel 
went.  I  grabbed  for  it,  made  some  racket 
and  some  of  the  metheglin  came  out,  guggle, 
guggle,  good,  good,  and  down  it  went  to  the 
chamber  floor,  which  was  made  of  loose 
boards.  It  ran  through  the  cracks  and  there 
was  a  shower  below,  where  father  and 
mother  were  sitting.  I  was  in  a  quandary. 
I  knew  I  was  doomed  unless  I  could  use 
some  stratagem  to  clear  myself  from  the 
scrape  in  which  I  was  so  nicely  caught. 
When  lo!  the  first  thing  I  heard  from  below 
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was  father,  apparently  very  angry,  shout- 
ing, "William!  what  in  the  world  are  you 
doing  with  the  metheglin  barrel?'*  Then 
came  my  stratagem.  I  began  to  retch  and 
make  a  noise  as  if  vomiting,  and  hallooed 
to  him  that  I  was  sick.  Of  course,  I  wanted 
to  make  him  believe  that  it  was  the  con- 
tents of  my  stomach  that  was  falling  at  his 
feet  in  place  of  the  metheglin.  He  said  he 
knew  better,  it  was  too  sudden  an  attack, 
and  too  much  of  a  shower  of  the  metheglin 
falling  at  their  feet.  I  found  that  I  could 
not  make  this  ruse  work.  He  started  for 
me,  his  head  appeared  above  the  top  of  the 
ladder,  he  had  a  candle  and  a  gad  in  his 
hand.  I  had  been  glad  to  see  him  often,  be- 
fore, and  was  afterward,  but  this  time  I  saw 
nothing  in  him  to  admire.  I  found  I  had 
entirely  failed.  I  told  him  that  I  would  not 
do  that  again.  "Oh  honestly!"  if  he  would 
only  let  me  off,  I  would  never  do  that  again. 
He  would  not  hear  one  word  I  said,  but 
seized  hold  of  my  arm  and  laid  it  on.  Then 
there  might  have  been  heard  a  noise  outside, 
and  for  some  distance,  like  something  strik- 
ing against  a  boy  about  my  size,  if  there  had 
been  any  one  around  to  hav^e  heard  it.  He 
said  he  did  not  whip  me  so  much  for  the 
metheglin,  as  for  lying  and  trying  to  deceive 
him.    I  do  not  think  I  danced  a  hornpipe, 
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but  I  did  step  around  lively,  maybe,  a  little 
on  tip-toe.  He  said,  he  thought  he  had 
cured  me  up,  that  the  application  he  gave 
would  make  me  well.  I  crawled  into  bed 
very  much  pleased  indeed  to  think  the  mat- 
ter was  settled,  as  far  as  I  was  concerned. 
John  S.  had  crawled  into  bed  while  I  was 
paying  the  penalty.  Father  excused  him 
because  he  was  so  young;  he  said  I  was  the 
one  to  blame,  and  must  stand  it  all.  I 
thought  as  all  young  Americans  do  that  it 
was  rather  hard  to  get  such  a  tanning  in 
Michigan,  and  I  had  begun  to  think  myself 
quite  a  somebody. 

From  that  day,  or  night,  I  made  up  my 
mind  that  honesty  was  the  best  policy,  at 
all  events,  for  me.  When  I  went  to  bed,  at 
night,  after  that  I  gave  the  metheglin  barrel 
a  wide  berth  and  a  good  letting  alone,  for 
I  had  lost  my  relish  for  metheglin.  The 
metheglin  story  is  once  in  a  while,  until  this 
day,  related  by  John  S.,  especially  when  we 
all  meet  for  a  family  visit.  It  not  infre- 
quentlv  causes  much  laughter.  I  suppose 
the  laughter  is  caused  as  much  by  the  man- 
ner in  which  he  tells  it  (he  trying  to  imitate 
or  mimic  me)  as  its  funniness.  It  sometimes 
causes  a  tear,  perhaps,  from  excessive 
laughter  and  may  be,  from  recollections  of 
the  past  and  its  associations.    It  may  once 
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in  a  while  cause  me  to  give  a  dry  laugh,  but 
never  a  sad  tear  since  the  night  I  spilt  the 
metheglin. 

One  way  the  bee-hunter  took  of  finding 
bee  trees  was  to  go  into  the  woods,  cut  a  sap- 
pling  off,  about  four  feet  from  the  ground, 
square  the  top  of  the  stump  and  on  this  put 
a  dish  of  honey  in  the  comb.  Then  he  w^ould 
take  his  ax,  cut  and  clear  away  the  brush 
around  the  place  so  that  he  could  see  the 
bees  fly  and  be  able  to  get  their  course  or 
line  them.  This  he  called  a  bee  stand.  In 
the  fall  of  the  year,  w^hen  there  came  a  warm, 
clear  and  sunny  day,  after  the  frost  had 
killed  the  leaves  and  flowers,  and  the  trees 
were  bare,  was  the  best  time  to  find  bee 
trees.  Sometimes  when  father  and  I  went 
bee-hunting  he  took  some  old  honey  comb, 
put  it  on  a  piece  of  bark  or  on  a  log,  set  it 
on  fire  and  dropped  a  few  drops  of  anise  on 
it  from  a  vial.  If  we  were  near  a  bee  tree  in 
a  short  time  a  lone  bee  would  come.  When 
it  came  it  would  fly  around  a  few  times  and 
then  light  on  the  honey  comb  in  the  dish 
which  it  had  scented.  No  doubt,  it  had  been 
out  industriously  hunting  and  now  it  had 
found  just  what  was  desired.  Very  inde- 
pendently it  would  commence  helping  itself 
and  get  as  much  as  it  could  possibly  carry 
off  to  its  home.  Then  it  went  and,  no  doubt, 
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astonished  some  of  its  comrades  with  its 
large  load  of  wealth.  It  was  obtained  so 
quickly  and  easily  and  there  was  plenty 
more  where  it  came  from.  Then  some  of 
the  other  bees  would  accompany  it  back,  all 
being  very  anxious  to  help  in  securing  the 
honey  they  had  found  ready  made.  In  a 
short  time  there  were  several  bees  in  the 
dish  and  others  were  coming  and  going; 
then  it  was  necessary  for  us  to  watch  them. 
It  required  sharp  strong  eyes  to  get  their 
line.  They  would  rise  and  circle  around, 
higher  and  higher,  until  they  made  out 
their  course  and  then  start  like  a  streak 
straight  for  their  colony.  After  we  had 
staked  or  marked  out  the  line  the  next  thing 
was  to  move  the  honey  forty  or  fifty  rods 
ahead,  x^t  this  the  bees  sometimes  appeared 
a  little  suspicious.  It  was  sometimes  neces- 
sary to  make  a  few  of  them  prisoners  even 
while  they  were  eating  by  slipping  a  cover 
over  them,  and  moving  them  ahead  on  the 
line.  This  made  them  a  little  shy,  however, 
but  they  soon  forgot  their  imprisonment. 
They  had  found  too  rich  a  store  to  be  for- 
saken. After  a  little  while  they  would  come 
flocking  back  and  load  themselves  as  heavily 
as  before.  If  they  flew  on  in  the  same  direc- 
tion it  was  evident  that  the  bee  tree  was 
still  ahead,  and  it  was  necessary  to  move 
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the  honey  again.  Then  if  the  bees  flew 
crooked  and  high  and  zigzag  it  was  plain 
to  the  bee-hunters  that  they  were  in  close 
proximity  to  the  bee  tree.  When  the  hunters 
could  get  sight  of  the  bees  going  back  or  up 
towards  the  tree  tops  it  was  an  easy  matter 
to  find  the  bee  tree,  as  that  would  be  between 
the  two  stands  or  right  in  the  hunter's 
presence. 

The  little  bees  had,  by  their  unceasing 
industry  and  through  their  love  of  gain, 
labored  hard  extracting  their  sweet  and  had 
laid  it  up  carefully.  Now  they  pointed  out 
their  storehouse  by  going  directly  to  it  when 
anxious  eyes  were  watching  them.  The  little 
aeronautic  navigators  could  be  seen  depart- 
ing from  and  returning  to  their  home.  Some- 
times they  went  into  a  small  hole  in  the  side 
of  the  tree  and  at  other  times  they  entered 
their  homes  by  a  small  knot-hole  in  a  limb 
near  the  top  of  the  tree.  I  saw  that  a  swarm 
which  father  once  found  went  into  the  tree 
top  more  than  eighty  feet  from  the  ground. 
At  that  distance  they  did  not  appear  larger 
than  house-flies. 

The  first  thing  that  father  did  after  find- 
ing a  bee-tree  was  to  mark  it  by  cutting  the 
initials  of  his  name  on  the  bark  with  his 
pocket-knife.  This  established  his  title  to 
the  bees.  After  that  they  had  a  legal  owner. 
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The  mark  on  the  tree  was  one  of  the  wit- 
nesses. I  knew  a  man  who  happened  to  find 
a  bee  tree,  and  said  that  he  marked  it  close 
down  to  the  ground  and  covered  the  mark 
with  leaves  so  that  no  one  could  find  it. 
That  appeared  more  sly  than  wise,  as  it 
gave  no  notice  to  others,  who  might  find 
the  tree,  of  his  ownership,  or  of  its  having 
been  previously  found. 
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chapter  14 

OUR  ROAD  AND  HOW  I  WAS  WOU\DED 

FATHER  got  our  road  laid  out  and  dis- 
tricted for  a  mile  and  a  half  on  the 
north  and  south  section  line.  One  mile 
north  of  our  place  it  struck  the  Dearborn 
road.  Father  cut  it  out,  cut  all  the  timber 
on  the  road  two  rods  wide.  After  it  was  cut 
out  I  could  get  on  the  top  of  a  stump  in  the 
road,  by  the  side  of  our  place,  and  look  north 
carefully  among  the  stumps,  for  a  minute, 
and  if  there  was  any  one  coming,  on  the 
road,  I  could  distinguish  them  from  the 
stumps  by  seeing  them  move.  In  fact  we 
thought  we  were  almost  getting  out  into  the 
world.  We  could  see  the  sand  hill  where 
father  finally  bought  and  built  his  house. -^ 
Father  was  path-master  for  a  number  of 
years  and  he  crosswayed  the  lowest  spots 
and  across  the  black  ash  swales.  He  cut 
logs  twelve  feet  long  and  laid  them  side  by 
side  across  the  center  of  the  road.  Some  of 
the  logs,  that  he  put  into  the  road  on  the 

25At  the  junction  of  Monroe  Boulevard  and  Madison 
Street;  see  ante^  p.  29  for  identification  of  the  road 
whose  construction  is  here  described. 
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lowest  ground,  were  more  than  a  foot 
through;  of  course  smaller  poles  answered 
where  the  ground  was  higher.  We  called 
this  our  corduroy  road. 

In  doing  our  road  work  and  others  doing 
theirs,  year  after  year,  in  course  of  time  we 
had  the  log  way  built  across  the  wettest  parts 
of  the  road.  When  it  was  still  I  could  hear  a 
cart  or  wagon,  coming  or  going,  rattling 
and  pounding  over  the  logs  for  nearly  a 
mile.  But  it  was  so  much  better  than  water 
and  mud  that  we  thought  it  quite  passable. 
We  threw  some  clay  and  dirt  on  to  the  logs 
and  it  made  quite  an  improvement,  espe- 
cially in  a  dry  time.  But  in  a  wet  time  it 
was  then,  and  is  now,  a  very  disagreeable 
road  to  travel,  as  the  clay  gathers  on  the 
feet  of  the  pedestrian,  until  it  is  a  load  for 
him  to  carry.  This  gave  it,  in  after  times, 
the  name  of  the  "Hardscrabble  Road." 
When  it  was  wet  it  was  almost  impossible  to 
get  through  with  a  team  and  load.  At  such 
times  we  had  to  cross  Mr.  Pardee's  place 
and  go  around  the  ridge  on  a  road  running 
near  the  old  trail.  Now  the  "Hardscrabble 
Road"  is  an  old  road  leading  to  the  homes 
of  hundreds.  Sometimes  there  may  be  seen 
twelve  or  fifteen  teams  at  once  on  the  last 
half  mile  of  that  road,  besides  footmen,  com- 
ing and  going  all  in  busy  life.    They  little 
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know  the  trouble  we  once  had  there  in  mak- 
ing that  road. 

Father  had  very  hard  work  to  get  along. 
He  had  to  pay  Mrs.  Phlihaven  twenty-seven 
dollars  every  year  to  satisfy  her  on  the  mort- 
gage, as  he  was  not  able  to  pay  the  principal. 
That  took  from  us  what  we  needed  very 
much.  If  we  could  have  had  it  to  get  us 
clothes  it  would  have  helped  us,  as  we  were 
all  poorly  clad.  Some  of  the  younger  chil- 
dren went  barefooted  all  winter  a  number  of 
times.  I  often  saw  their  little  barefooted 
tracks  in  the  snow. 

As  we  had  no  team  we  had  to  get  along 
the  best  we  could.  Father  changed  work 
with  Mr.  Pardee:  he  came  with  his  oxen  and 
plowed  for  us.  Father  had  to  work  tw^o  days 
for  one,  to  pay  him.  In  this  way  we  got  some 
plowing  done.  There  was  a  man  by  the 
name  of  Stockman  who  lived  near  Dearborn- 
ville.  He  had  a  pair  of  young  oxen.  Being  a 
carpenter,  by  trade,  he  worked  at  Detroit 
some  of  the  time.  He  would  let  father  use 
his  oxen  some  of  the  time  for  their  keeping, 
and  that  he  might  break  them  better,  as  they 
were  not  thoroughly  broken.  They  would 
have  been  some  profit  to  us  if  they  had  not 
crippled  me. 

One  day  I  was  drawing  logs  with  them.  I 
had  hitched  the  chain  around  a  log  and  they 
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started.  I  hallooed,  "Whoa!"  but  they 
wouldn't  stop.  They  swung  the  log  against 
me,  caught  my  leg  between  the  log  they 
were  drawing  and  the  sharp  end  of  another 
log  and  had  me  fast.  It  cut  the  calf  of  my 
leg  nearly  in  two,  and  tore  the  flesh  from  the 
bone,  but  did  not  break  it.  I  screamed  and 
made  an  awful  ado.  Father  and  Mr.  Purdy 
heard  me  and  came  running  as  fast  as  they 
could,  they  took  me  up  and  carried  me  to 
the  house.  It  was  over  three  long  months 
before  I  could  take  another  step  with  that 
leg.  This  accident  made  it  still  harder  for 
father.  I  know  I  saved  him  a  good  many 
steps  and  some  work.  I  am  sure  he  was 
pleased  when  I  got  over  my  lameness  and 
so  I  could  help  him  again.  I  took  a  great 
interest  in  everything  he  did  and  helped  him 
all  I  could. 

Finally  father  got  a  chance  to  work  by  the 
day,  for  the  government,  at  Dearbornville. 
He  received  six  shillings  a  day  in  silver.  He 
said  he  would  leave  me,  to  do  what  I  could 
on  the  place,  and  he  would  try  working  for 
Uncle  Sam  a  part  of  the  time.  In  haying 
and  harvesting  he  had  to  work  at  home.  He 
cut  all  the  grass  himself  and  it  grew  very 
stout.  We  found  our  land  was  natural  for 
timothy  and  white  clover.  The  latter  would 
come  up  thick  in  the  bottom,  of  itself,  and 
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make  the  grass  very  heavy.  It  was  my 
business  to  spread  the  hay  and  rake  it 
up.  In  this  way  we  soon  got  through 
with  our  haying  and  harvesting.  We  had  al- 
readv  seeded  some  land  down  for  pasture. 
We  went  to  Dearbornville  and  got  hay- 
seed off  of  a  barn  floor  and  scattered  it 
on  the  ground,  in  this  way  we  seeded  our 
first  pasture.  Father  sometimes  let  a  small 
piece  of  timothy  stand  until  it  got  ripe. 
Then  took  his  cradle,  cut  it  and  I  tied  it 
up  in  small  bundles  and  then  stood  it  up 
until  it  was  dry.  When  dry  it  was  thrashed 
out;  in  this  way  we  soon  had  plenty  of 
grass  seed  of  our  own,  without  having  to 
buy  it.  We  began  to  have  quite  a  stock  of 
cows  and  young  cattle.  We  had  pasture 
for  them  a  part  of  the  time,  but  sometimes 
we  had  to  let  them  run  in  the  woods.  At 
night  I  would  go  after  them.  When  I  got  in 
sight  of  them  I  would  count  them,  to  see 
if  they  were  all  there.  The  old  cow  (which 
had  been  no  small  part  of  our  support  and 
our  stand-by  through  thick  and  thin)  would 
start  and  the  rest  followed  her.  When  they 
were  strung  along  ahead  of  me  and  I  was 
driving  them  I  would  think  to  myself:  now 
we've  got  quite  a  herd  of  cattle!  From  our 
first  settlement  mother  wanted  to,  and  did, 
raise  every  calf. 
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Father  worked  for  the  government  what 
time  he  could  spare.  He  had  to  go  two  miles 
morning  and  night.  He  carried  his  dinner  in 
a  little  tin  pail  with  a  cover  on  it.  When  the 
days  were  short  he  had  to  start  very  early, 
and  when  he  returned  it  would  be  in  the 
evening.  I  recollect  very  well  some  things 
that  he  worked  at.  The  arsenal  and  other 
buildings  were  up  when  we  came  here.  They 
built  a  large  brick  wall  from  building  to 
building,  making  the  yard  square.  The  top 
of  the  wall  was  about  level.  I  think  this  wall 
was  built  twelve  or  fifteen  feet  high,  it  in- 
closes three  or  four  acres.  There  thousands 
of  soldiers  put  on  their  uniforms  and  with 
their  bright  muskets  in  their  hands  and 
knapsacks  strapped  upon  their  backs  drilled 
and  marched  to  and  fro.  There  they  pre- 
pared themselves  for  the  service  of  the  coun- 
try and  to  die,  if  need  be,  in  defending  the 
old  flag  of  stars  and  stripes  which  waved 
there  above  their  heads.  Little  thought  they 
that  the  ground  under  their  feet,  so  beau- 
tiful and  level  inside  that  yard  was  made 
ground,  in  some  places  for  six  or  eight  feet 
deep,  and  that  it  was  done  at  Uncle  Sam's 
expense  for  the  pleasure  of  his  boys  in  blue. 
It  was  their  school  yard  in  which  to  learn 
the  science  of  war.  My  father  helped  to 
grade  this  enclosure.    They  drew  in  sand 
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from  the  sand  ridge  back  of  the  yard,  from 
where  the  government  barn  now  stands, 
with  one-horse  carts.-^ 

Father  was  very  fond  of  Indian  bread 
which  he  called  "Johnny  cake."  When 
mother  had  wheat  bread  for  the  rest  of  us 
she  often  baked  a  "Johnny  cake"  for  him. 
One  day  he  took  a  little  "Johnny  cake,"  a 
cup  of  butter  and  some  venison,  in  his  little 
tin  pail,  for  his  dinner.  He  left  it  as  usual 
in  the  workshop.  At  noon  he  partook  of  his 
humble  repast.  He  said  he  left  a  piece  of 
his  "Johnny  cake"  and  some  butter.  He 
thought  that  would  make  him  a  lunch  at 
night,  when  his  day's  work  was  done  and 
he  started  home.    He  went  for  his  pail  and 

26 The  arsenal,  which  was  responsible  for  Dearborn's 
first  boom,  was  begun  in  the  summer  of  1833  ^"^  com- 
pleted in  1837.  ^^  consisted  of  eleven  brick  buildings  ar- 
ranged around  a  square  whose  sides  were  360  feet  long. 
A  wall  of  heavy  masonry,  12  feet  high,  filled  the  spaces 
between  the  several  buildings,  thus  providing  a  com- 
plete walled  enclosure.  The  arsenal  continued  in  service 
about  forty  years,  and  during  the  Civil  War  it  became 
an  organization  camp  for  regiments  of  Michigan  soldiers. 
The  fine  mansion  built  by  Lieutenant  Joshua  Howard, 
the  first  commandant  of  the  Arsenal,  is  still  one  of  the 
show-places  of  Dearborn.  The  Arsenal  buildings  have 
largely  disappeared,  but  one  or  two  of  them  still  sur- 
vive. The  commandant's  quarters  are  today  utilized 
as  a  police  station,  and  the  sutler's  store  is  a  private 
residence. 
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found  that  his  lunch  was  gone,  and  in  place 
of  it  a  beautiful  pocket  knife. 

He  said  there  were  two  or  three  govern- 
ment officers  viewing  and  inspecting  the 
arsenal  and  ground  that  day.  He  said  they 
went  into  the  shop  where  he  left  his  dinner 
pail  and  lunch.  He  was  sure  they  were  the 
ones  who  took  his  lunch.  He  said  they  knew 
what  was  good,  for  they  ate  all  the  "Johnny 
cake"  and  butter  he  had  left.  The  knife  was 
left  open  and  he  thought  they  forgot  and 
left  it  through  mistake.  But  I  think  more 
probably  they  knew  something  of  father's 
history. 

He  was  one  who  would  have  been  noticed 
in  a  crowd  of  workmen.  I  have  no  doubt 
the  boss  told  them  that  he  was  a  splendid 
workman.  That  he  had  had  bad  luck,  that 
he  lived  on  a  new  place,  two  or  three  miles 
back  in  the  woods,  that  he  had  a  large  family 
to  support  and  came  clear  out  there  every 
day  to  work.  "Here  is  his  dinner  pail"  one 
says,  "let's  look  in  it"  and  what  did  they 
see  but  a  piece  of  Indian  bread  and  some 
butter?  iMethinks,  one  of  the  officers  might 
have  said:  "I  have  not  eaten  any  of  that 
kind  of  bread  since  my  mother  baked  it 
down  in  New  England.  Let's  try  it."  Then 
took  out  his  knife,  cut  it  in  three  or  four 
pieces,  spread  the  butter  on  and  they  ate  it. 
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Then  he  said,  "Here  is  my  knife,  worth 
twelve  shillings,  I  will  leave  it  open;  he  shall 
have  it.  I  will  give  it  to  him  as  an  honorary 
present,  for  his  being  a  working  man,  and 
to  compensate  him  for  what  we  have  eaten. 
It  has  reminded  me  of  home."  Now  if  the 
view  I  have  taken  is  correct,  it  shows  that 
they  were  noble,  generous  and  manly;  that 
they  felt  for  the  poor,  in  place  of  trifling 
with  their  feelings. 

After  father  finished  working  there,  he 
sold  some  young  cattle  and  managed  in 
some  way  to  buy  another  yoke  of  oxen.  We 
had  good  hay  for  them.  Father  went  to  the 
village  and  bought  him  a  new  wagon.  It 
was  a  very  good  iron  axletree  wagon,  made 
in  Dearbornville  by  William  Halpin.  We 
were  very  much  pleased  to  have  a  team  again 
and  delighted  with  our  new  wagon. 

We  had  very  good  luck  with  these  oxen 
and  kept  them  until  we  got  a  horse  team, 
and  in  fact  longer,  for  after  I  left  my  father's 
house  (and  I  was  tv/enty-two  years  old  when 
I  left)  he  had  them.  Then  he  said  his  place 
was  cleared  up,  and  the  roots  rotted  enough 
so  that  he  could  get  along  and  do  his  work 
with  horses.  He  sold  his  oxen  to  Mr.  Purdy, 
and  they  were  a  good  team  then. 
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chapter  15 

PROSPECT  OF  WAR A.D.    I  835 

THE  dark  portentous  cloud  seemed  to 
hang  above  our  horizon.  It  looked 
dark  and  threatening,  (and  more 
terrible  because  the  disputants  were  mem- 
bers of  the  same  family).-^  We  thought  it 
might  break  upon  our  heads  at  any  time. 
The  seat  of  war  being  so  near  us,  the  coun- 
try so  new  and  inhabitants  so  few,  made  it 
look  still  more  alarming  to  me.  I  asked 
father  how  many  inhabitants  we  had  in 
our  territory  and  how  many  the  State  of 

27  The  boundary  dispute  between  Michigan  and  Ohio, 
although  largely  forgotten  now,  was  an  issue  of  prime 
importance  to  the  two  commonwealths  and  to  the 
Northwest  in  general.  The  author's  present  chapter 
presents  an  interesting  picture  of  the  war  as  seen  by 
one  Michigan  contemporary  observer.  Better  balanced 
and  more  comprehensive  accounts  of  the  dispute  are 
to  be  found  in  the  standard  histories  of  Michigan  and 
Ohio,  and  in  a  number  of  monographs  in  the  Michigan 
Pioneer  Collections.  As  permanent  results  of  the  strug- 
gle, Ohio  gained  468  square  miles  of  territory,  including 
the  mouth  of  the  Maumee,  and  the  site  of  Toledo,  while 
Michigan  was  "compensated"  for  this  loss  by  the  unde- 
sired  gift  to  her  of  the  Michigan  Upper  Peninsula,  the 
latter  at  the  expense  of  the  future  state  of  Wisconsin. 
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Ohio  contained.  He  said  there  were  as  many 
as  fifteen  or  twenty  to  our  one.  I  asked  him 
if  he  thought  the  Michigan  men  would  be 
able  to  defend  Toledo  against  so  many.  He 
said  that  Michigan  was  settled  by  the  brav- 
est men.  That  almost  every  man  owned  a 
rifle  and  was  a  good  shot  for  a  pigeon's 
head.  He  thought  they  would  be  able  to 
keep  them  at  bay  until  the  government 
would  interfere  and  help  us.  He  said,  too, 
that  Governor  Mason  was  a  fearless,  brave, 
courageous  man.  That  he  had  called  for 
militia  and  volunteers  and  was  going  him- 
self with  General  Brown,  at  the  head  of  his 
men,  to  defend  the  rights  of  Michigan. 

One  day,  about  this  time,  I  was  at  Dear- 
bornville;  they  had  a  fife  and  drum  there 
and  were  beating  up  for  militia  and  volun- 
teers. A  young  man  by  the  name  of  William 
Ozee  had  volunteered.  I  was  well  acquainted 
with  him;  he  had  been  at  our  house  fre- 
quently. Sometimes,  in  winter,  he  had 
chopped  for  us  and  I  had  hunted  with  him. 
He  had  a  good  rifle  and  was  certainly  a 
sharp  shooter.  I  found  that  he  beat  me 
handily,  but  I  made  up  my  mind  it  was  be- 
cause he  had  a  better  rifle  and  I  was  con- 
siderable younger  than  he.  I  saw  him  at 
Dearbornville  just  before  he  went  away. 
He  told  me  to  tell  my  folks  that  he  was  a 
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soldier  and  was  going  to  the  war  to  defend 
them;  that  Governor  Mason  had  called  for 
troops  and  he  was  going  with  him.  We 
heard  in  a  short  time  that  he  was  at  Toledo. 
We  also  learned  that  Governor  Lucas,  of 
Ohio,  with  General  Bell  and  staff,  with  an 
army  of  volunteers,  all  equipped  ready  for 
war,  had  advanced  as  far  as  Fort  Miami. 
But  Governor  Mason  was  too  quick  for  the 
Ohio  Governor.  He  called  upon  General 
Brown  to  raise  the  Michigan  militia,  and 
said  that  his  bones  might  bleach  at  Toledo 
before  he  would  give  up  one  foot  of  the  terri- 
tory of  Michigan;  said  he  would  accompany 
the  soldiers  himself,  to  the  disputed  ground. 
He,  with  General  Brown,  soon  raised  a  force 
of  about  a  thousand  men  and  took  posses- 
sion of  Toledo;  while  the  Governor  of  Ohio, 
with  volunteers,  was  fooling  away  the  time 
at  Fort  Miami.  When  we  heard  that  Gov- 
ernor Mason  had  arrived  at  Toledo,  we  won- 
dered if  we  should  hear  the  roar  of  his  can- 
non. Sometimes  I  listened.  We  thought  if 
it  was  still  and  the  wind  favorable,  we  might 
hear  them,  and  we  expected  every  day  there 
would  be  a  battle. 

But  when  Governor  Lucas  learned  how 
determined  Governor  Mason  was,  and  that 
he  had  at  his  back  a  thousand  Michigan 
braves,  and  most  of  them  with  their  riiies  in 
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their  hands,  ready  to  receive  him,  he  made 
up  his  mind  that  he  had  better  let  them 
alone.  We  afterward  learned  that  Governor 
Lucas  only  had  six  or  eight  hundred  men. 
The  conclusion  was,  that  if  they  had  at- 
tacked the  Michigan  boys  at  Toledo,  they 
would  have  gotten  badly  whipped,  and 
those  of  them  left  alive  would  have  made 
good  time  running  tor  the  woods,  and  would 
have  wished  that  they  had  never  heard  of 
Michigan  men.  Perhaps  the  Ohio  Governor 
thought  that  discretion  was  the  better  part 
of  valor.  He  employed  his  time  for  several 
days,  watching  over  the  line.  May  be  he 
employed  some  of  his  time  thinking  if  it 
could  be  possible  that  Governor  Mason  and 
General  Brown  were  going  to  subjugate 
Ohio,  or  at  least  a  part  of  it,  and  annex  it 
to  the  territory  of  Michigan. 

Let  this  be  as  it  may;  while  he  seemed  to 
be  undecided,  tw^o  commissioners  from 
Washington  put  in  an  appearance  and 
remonstrated  with  him.  They  told  him 
what  the  fearful  consequences,  to  him  and 
his  State,  would  be,  if  he  tried  to  follow  out 
his  plan  to  gain  possession  of  the  disputed 
territory.  These  commissioners  held  several 
conferences  with  both  Governors.  They 
submitted  to  them  several  propositions  for 
their  consideration,  and  for  the  settlement 
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of  the  important  dispute.  Their  proposition 
was  this:  that  the  inhabitants,  residing  on 
the  disputed  ground,  should  be  left  to  their 
own  government.  Obeying  one  or  the  other, 
as  they  might  prefer,  without  being  dis- 
turbed by  the  authorities  of  either  Michigan 
or  Ohio.  They  were  to  remain  thus  until 
the  close  of  the  next  session  of  Congress. 
Here  we  see  the  impossibility  of  man  being 
subjected  to  and  serving  two  masters,  for, 
"He  will  love  the  one  and  hate  the  other,  or 
hold  to  the  one  and  despise  the  other." 

Governor  Lucas  was  glad  to  get  out  of 
the  scrape.  He  embraced  the  proposition, 
disbanded  his  men  and  left  the  disputed 
ground.  Governor  Mason  considered  him- 
self master  of  the  situation;  Toledo  and  the 
disputed  territory  were  under  his  control. 
He  would  not  compromise  the  rights  of  his 
people,  and  he  considered  that  it  rightly  be- 
longed to  Michigan.  He  disbanded  a  part 
of  his  force  and  sent  them  home,  but  kept 
enough  organized  so  that  he  could  act  in 
case  of  emergency.  He  kept  an  eagle  eye 
upon  the  "Buckeyes"  to  see  that  our  terri- 
torial laws  were  executed  promptly  and 
they  were  executed  vigorously.  In  doing  it 
one  Michigan  man  was  wounded,  his 
would-be  murderer  ran  away  to  Ohio  and 
was   protected    by   Governor   Lucas.     The 
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man  who  was  wounded  was  a  deputy-sheriff 
of  Monroe  County.  He  was  stabbed  with  a 
knife.  His  was  the  only  blood  spilled.  Some 
few  surveyors  and  Ohio  sympathizers  were 
arrested  and  put  into  jail  at  Monroe.  But 
Uncle  Sam  put  his  foot  down,  to  make  peace 
in  the  family.  He  said  if  we  would  submit, 
after  awhile  we  might  shine  as  a  star  in  the 
constellation  of  the  Union.  So  we  were 
promised  a  star  in  a  prominent  place  in  the 
old  flag  and  territory  enough,  north  of  us, 
for  a  State.  To  be  sure  it  is  not  quite  so 
sunny  a  land  as  that  near  Toledo,  and  our 
Governor  and  others  did  not  like  to  ac- 
quiesce in  the  decision  of  the  government, 
yet  they  had  to  yield  to  Uncle  Sam's  supe- 
rior authority. 

Then  they  did  not  imagine  that  the  upper 
peninsula  was  so  rich  a  mining  country. 
They  little  knew  at  that  time  that  its  very 
earth  contained,  in  its  bosom  and  under  its 
pure  waters,  precious  metals,  iron,  copper  and 
silver  enough  to  make  a  State  rich.  Finally 
our  people  consented  and  the  Territory  of 
Michigan  put  on  her  glory  as  a  State.  Became 
a  proud  member  of  the  Union;  her  star  was 
placed  in  the  banner  of  the  free.  It  has  since 
sparkled  upon  every  sea  and  been  seen  in 
every  port  throughout  the  civilized  world,  as 
the  emblem  of  the  State  of  Michigan. 
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In  the  excitement  of  the  Toledo  war  we 
looked  upon  the  Ohio  men  unfavorably. 
We  were  interested  for  ourselves,  and  might 
have  been  somewhat  selfish  and  conceited, 
and,  maybe,  jealous  of  our  neighbors,  and 
thought  them  wrong  in  the  fray.  We  had 
forgotten  that  there  were  then  men  living 
in  Ohio,  in  log  houses  and  cabins,  some  of 
them  as  brave  men  as  ever  walked  the  foot- 
stool; that  they  came  to  Michigan  and  res- 
cued the  country  from  the  invaders,  the 
English  and  savages,  long  before  some  of  us 
knew  that  there  was  such  a  place  as  Michi- 
gan. When  Michigan  was  almost  a  track- 
less wilderness  they  crossed  Lake  Erie, 
landed  at  Maiden,  drove  the  redcoats  out 
of  the  fort  and  started  them  on  the  double 
quick.  They  made  for  the  Canadian  woods, 
and  the  British  and  Indians,  who  held 
Detroit,  followed  suit.  They  were  followed 
by  our  brave  William  Henry  Harrison, 
accompanied  by  Ohio  and  Kentucky  men 
to  the  Thames. ^^  There,  at  one  blow,  the 
Americans  subjected  the  most  of  Upper 
Canada  and  punished  the  invaders  of  Michi- 
gan, who  had  the  hardihood  to  set  their  hos- 
tile feet  upon  her  territory.  It  seems  as 
though  it  must  have  been  right  that  the 

28  It  was  principally  an  army  of  Kentuckians  which 
won  the  Battle  of  the  Thames. 
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strip  of  country  at  Toledo  was  given  to  the 
brave  men,  some  at  least  of  whom  long  years 
before,  defended  it  with  their  lives  and 
helped  to  raise  again  the  American  flag  at 
Detroit. 

In  about  five  years  from  the  time  of  the 
Toledo  War,  William  Henry  Harrison,  of 
Ohio,  was  nominated,  by  the  Whig  party, 
for  President,  and  John  Tyler,  of  \'irginia, 
for  Vice  President,  of  the  United  States. 
The  intelligence  spread  like  wild-fire.  It 
went  from  town  to  town  and  from  countv 
to  county,  through  the  brand-new  State  of 
Michigan.  General  Harrison  appeared  to  be 
the  coming  man.  The  Whigs  of  Ohio  and 
Michigan  met  and  shook  hands,  like  broth- 
ers, over  the  difficulties  of  the  past;  now 
they  had  a  more  patriotic  undertaking  be- 
fore them.  In  union  with  the  rest  of  the 
Whig  party  of  the  United  States,  they  were 
to  elect  the  old  farmer  of  the  West,  the  good 
man  who  lov^ed  his  country.  In  its  defence 
he  had  won  imperishable  honors.  After  he 
laid  down  his  armor  he  resided  in  a  log 
house  and  was  often  clad  in  the  habiliments 
of  a  husbandman.  Now  he  was  nominated 
for  President  of  the  United  States.  With 
such  a  candidate  for  the  presidency  men's 
hearts  leaped  for  joy  in  anticipation  of  a 
victory  at  the  ballot-box  in  the  fall  of  1840. 
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The  nomination  of  General  Harrison 
raised  quite  an  excitement  throughout  the 
entire  country.  Even  in  Dearborn,  what 
few  Whigs  there  were  in  the  town  united  as 
one  man,  entered  upon  the  campaign  and 
banded  themselves  together  to  work  for  the 
good  of  the  Whig  party.  Alonzo  T.  Mather 
was  one  who  stood  at  the  head  of  the  party 
in  Dearborn.  He  was  a  man  noted  for  his 
good  religious  principles,  and  was  one  of 
the  most  prominent  and  influential  citizens 
of  the  town.  He  was  sent  to  the  Legislature, 
at  Detroit,  for  Wayne  county,  one  term  and 
held  other  offices  of  trust  and  honor.  He 
was  the  chieftain  of  his  party  and  one  of  the 
prime  movers  in  getting  up  a  log  cabin  in 
Dearborn.  This  log  cabin  was  built  on  large 
truck  wheels.  When  finished  it  appeared 
somewhat  the  shape  of  a  log  car.  It  was 
thought  necessary  to  have  something  on 
board  to  eat  and  drink.  It  was  desired  to 
make  all  typical  and  commemorative  of  the 
veteran,  pioneer,  farmer  and  general  who 
had  escaped  the  bullets  of  the  savages  at 
Tippecanoe,  although  he  was  a  special  mark 
for  them,  without  a  scar  and  the  loss  only  of 
a  lock  of  hair,  which  was  clipped  off  by  a 
bullet.  This,  too,  was  the  man  who  shared 
his  own  supplies  with  his  soldiers  when  they 
were  reduced  to  the  necessity  of  eating  horse 
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flesh.  Xow,  in  honor  to  such  a  man,  the 
Whig  bakers  of  Dearborn  made  a  "Johnny 
cake"  at  least  ten  feet  long  and  the  width 
of  it  was  in  proportion  to  the  length.  They 
patted  it  with  care,  smoothed  it  over  nicely 
and  baked  it  before  the  fire.  It  was  a  good, 
plump  cake,  and  nothing  like  it  was  ever 
seen  in  Dearborn,  before  or  since.  Careful 
hands  put  it  on  board  the  log  cabin,  also  a 
barrel  of  hard  cider  was  put  on  board. 

At  this  time,  although  the  country  was 
new,  politics  ran  high  in  Dearborn.  A 
friendly  invitation  was  sent  around  to  the 
farmers  to  come,  at  a  certain  time,  with 
their  ox-teams  and  help  draw  the  log  cabin 
to  its  destination  and  accompany  the  Whig 
delegation  with  it  to  Detroit.  I  knew  one 
Democrat  who,  when  invited,  refused  to  go. 
He  appeared  to  be  rather  eccentric.  He  said, 
"  I  allow  that  my  oxen  are  not  broke  to  work 
on  either  side,  and  they  are  too  Democratic 
to  pull  on  both  sides  of  the  fence  at  one  and 
the  same  time."  He  considered  the  excite- 
ment of  the  people,  their  building  log  cabins 
and  baking  such  "Johnny  cakes"  bovish 
and  foolish.  He  said,  in  fact,  that  those  who 
were  doing  it  were  "on  the  wrong  side." 
Many  of  the  Democratic  frontier  men  ad- 
mired General  Harrison  for  his  great  worth 
as  a  man  and  liked  his  having  a  national 
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reputation  for  bravery.  They  said  he  was 
an  honor  to  i\merica  as  an  American  citizen 
and  soldier,  but  that  he  was  on  the  wrong 
side. 

At  that  time  I  was  in  my  teens  and  look- 
ing anxiously  forward  for  time  to  help  me 
to  the  elective  franchise.  Perhaps,  I  should 
state  here  that  father  was  a  Democrat  as 
long  ago  as  I  can  remember.  In  York  State 
he  was  a  strong  Jackson  man  and  coming 
into  the  woods  of  Michigan  did  not  change 
his  political  principles.  He  was  an  irrepres- 
sible Democrat  and  remained  one.  Jackson 
was  his  ideal  statesmian.  When  he  went  to 
Dearbornville  to  attend  town  meeting  or 
election,  he  almost  invariably  carried  a 
hickory  cane,  with  the  bark  on  it  as  it  grew, 
in  honor  of  "Old  Hickory."  He  was  always 
known  by  his  townsmen  as  a  staunch  Demo- 
crat. It  was  natural  for  his  young  family,  to 
claim  to  be  Democrats  in  principle,  in  their 
isolated  home. 

The  first  settlers  in  our  neighborhood,  on 
the  Ecorse,  were  Democrats,  with  one  ex- 
ception, and  that  one  was  Mr.  Blare.  He 
often  visited  at  our  house,  and  to  tease  my 
little  brother,  then  five  or  six  years  old,  told 
him  that  he  must  be  a  Whig,  he  would  make 
a  good  one,  that  he  was  a  Whig,  he  appeared 
like  one   and  so   forth.     Brother  denied  it 
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stoutly  and  said  that  he  would  not  be  a 
Whig  for  any  one.  This  amused  Mr.  Blare 
very  much  for  some  time.  Finally,  when  he 
called  one  day,  he  said  he  was  going  to  have 
company,  he  could  see  plainly  that  J.  S. 
was  changing  to  a  Whig  very  fast.  J.  S. 
denied  it  as  strongly  as  ever,  but  it  was 
evident  that  the  idea  of  being  a  Whig  trou- 
bled him  greatly.  One  morning  (a  short 
time  after  Mr.  Blare  had  been  talking  to 
him)  he  was  crying  bitterly.  Mother  said 
she  thought  it  very  strange  that  he  should 
cry  so  and  tried  sometimes,  in  vain,  to  per- 
suade him  to  tell  her  what  the  trouble  was. 
Finally  she  threatened  to  punish  him  if  he 
did  not  let  her  know  what  the  difficulty  was. 
At  last  he  said  he  was  afraid  he  was  turning 
to  be  a  Whig.  Mother  assured  him  that  it 
was  not  so.  She  said  there  was  no  danger  of 
her  little  boy  changing  into  a  Whig,  not  in 
the  least.  J.  S.  has  often  been  reminded, 
since  he  became  a  man,  of  the  time  Mr. 
Blare  came  so  near  making  a  Whig  of  him. 
But  back  to  that  cabin.  There  were 
plenty  of  men  who  volunteered  and  took 
their  teams.  They  hitched  a  long  string  of 
them,  I  think  twenty-two  yoke  of  oxen,  to 
the  trucks.  Quite  a  large  crowd,  for  Dear- 
born, of  old  and  young,  were  on  hand  to 
witness  the  start.    Most  of  them  appeared 
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very  enthusiastic.  Each  gave  vent  to  some 
expression  of  admiration  like  the  following: 
"The  General  is  the  man  for  me";  or,  "He 
is  one  of  the  people,  one  with  the  people, 
one  for  the  people,  one  with  us  and  we  are 
for  him."  That's  my  sentiment,  said  one 
and  another.  After  such  exclamations  and 
the  singing  of  a  spirited  campaign  song,  the 
order  was  given  to  start  the  teams.  The 
large  wheels  rolled  and  the  log  cabin  began 
to  move.  Nearly  all  appeared  to  be  excited 
and  there  was  some  confusion  of  voices. 
Cheer  after  cheer  arose  clear  and  high  for 
the  honest  old  farmer  of  North  Bend.  I 
learned  afterward  that  the  march  to  Detroit 
was  one  continued  ovation. 

As  a  matter  of  course,  I  didn't  go  with 
them.  I  was  too  busy,  at  that  time,  taking 
lessons  and  studying  my  politics,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing  at  home  in  the  woods. 
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chapter  16 

FISHI-VG  AND   BOATING 

IN  the  spring  of  the  year,  when  the  ice 
broke  up,  in  the  creek,  the  pike  (or 
pickerel)  came  up  in  great  abundance 
from  Detroit  River,  and  they  were  easily 
caught.  At  such  times  the  water  was  high 
in  the  creek,  often  overflowing  its  banks. 
Sometimes  the  Ecorse  appeared  like  quite 
a  river.  We  made  a  canoe  of  a  white-wood 
log  and  launched  it  on  the  Ecorse.  Some- 
times we  went  fishing  in  the  canoe.  At  such 
times  it  needed  two,  as  the  pickerel  were 
fond  of  lying  in  shallow  water  or  where 
there  was  old  grass.  By  looking  very  care- 
fully, on  the  surface  of  the  water,  I  could  see 
small  ripples  that  the  fishes  made  with  their 
fins  while  they  were  sporting  in  their  native 
element.  By  having  a  person  in  the  back 
end  of  the  canoe,  pole  it  carefully,  toward 
the  place  where  I  saw  the  ripples,  we  would 
get  up  in  plain  sight  of  them,  and  they  could 
be  either  speared  or  shot. 

I  think  the  most  successful  way  was  shoot- 
ing them,  at  least  I  preferred  it.  If  the  fish 
lay  near  the  surface  of  the  water,  I  held  the 
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gun  nearly  on  it,  and  if  it  was  six  inches 
deep  I  held  the  gun  six  inches  under  it,  and 
fired.  In  this  way,  for  the  distance  of  two  or 
three  rods,  I  was  sure  to  kill  them  or  stun 
them  so  that  they  turned  belly  up  and  lay 
till  they  were  easily  picked  up  with  a  spear. 
In  this  way  I  frequently  caught  a  nice  string. 
I  have  caught  some  that  would  weigh  eight 
pounds  apiece.  Sometimes  I  stood  on  a  log 
that  lay  across  the  creek  and  watched  for 
them  when  they  were  running  up.  I  recol- 
lect one  cloudy  afternoon  I  fished  with  a 
spear  and  I  caught  as  many  as  I  wanted  to 
carry  to  the  house.  Sometimes  they  would 
be  in  a  group  of  three,  four  or  more  together. 
I  have  seen  them,  with  a  big  fish  below,  and 
four  or  five  smaller  ones  above  him,  swim- 
ming along  together  as  nicely  as  though  they 
had  been  strung  on  an  invisible  string,  and 
drawn  along  quietly  through  the  water.  I 
could  see  their  wake  as  they  were  coming 
slowly  up  the  creek  keeping  along  one  side 
of  it.  When  I  first  saw  them  in  the  water 
they  looked  dark,  I  saw  it  was  a  group  of 
fishes.  It  looked  as  though  the  smaller  ones 
were  guarding  the  larger  one,  at  least  they 
were  accompanying  it.  They  appeared  to 
be  very  good  friends,  and  well  acquainted, 
and  none  of  them  afraid  of  being  eaten  up, 
but  any  of  them  would  have  eagerly  caught 
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the  smaller  ones  of  another  species  and 
swallowed  them  alive  and  whole.  I  do  not 
know  that  they  devour  and  eat  their  own 
kind,  I  think  not  often,  for  nature  has  given 
the  pickerel,  when  young  and  small,  the 
ability  to  move  with  such  swiftness  that  it 
would  be  impossible  for  a  larger  fish  to 
catch  them.  They  will  be  perfectly  still 
in  the  water,  and  if  scared  by  anything 
they  will  start  away  in  any  direction  like 
a  streak.  They  go  as  if  it  were  no  effort 
and  move  with  the  rapidity  of  a  dart.  I 
have  cut  some  of  the  large  pickerel  open 
and  found  whole  fish  in  them,  five  or  six 
inches  long. 

But  I  must  finish  describing  that  group 
of  fishes!  As  they  were  swimming  up,  the 
smaller  ones  kept  right  over  the  large  one. 
I  stood  until  they  got  almost  to  me  and  I 
killed  four  of  them  at  once  and  got  them  all. 
It  is  known  that  it  is  not  necessary  to  hit  a 
fish  with  a  bullet  in  order  to  get  it.  It  is  the 
force  of  the  bullet,  or  charge,  striking  the 
water  that  shocks  or  stuns  him,  and  causes 
him  to  turn  up. 

These  fish  ran  up  two  or  three  weeks  every 
spring.  Then  those  which  were  not  caught 
went  back  again  into  the  Detroit  River. 
Father  made  him  what  he  called  a  pike  net 
which  had  two  wings.    By  the  time  the  fish 
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were  running  back,  the  water  was  settled 
into  the  bed  of  the  creek.  Then  father  would 
set  his  net  in  the  creek,  stretch  the  wings 
across  and  stake  it  fast.  The  mouth  of  the 
net  opened  up  stream.  This  he  called  a 
funnel;  it  was  shaped  like  the  top  of  a  fun- 
nel. It  was  fastened  with  four  hoops.  The 
first  one  was  about  as  large  around  as  the 
hoop  of  a  flour  barrel,  the  next  smaller, 
the  third  smaller  still,  and  the  last  one 
was  large  enough  for  the  largest  fish  to  go 
through. 

When  the  net  was  fastened  around  these 
hoops  it  formed  a  tunnel  about  four  feet 
long.  Then  we  had  a  bag  net  eight  or  ten 
feet  long.  The  mouth  of  this  was  tied  around 
the  first  or  large  hoop  of  the  tunnel,  so  when 
the  fish  came  down  and  ran  into  that  they 
could  not  find  their  way  out.  Father  said 
when  the  fish  were  running  back  to  Detroit 
River,  it  was  right  to  catch  them,  but  when 
they  were  going  up  everybody  along  the 
creek  ought  to  have  a  chance.  I  never  knew 
him  to  put  his  net  in,  so  long  as  the  fish  were 
running  up.  When  they  got  to  going  back, 
as  they  most  all  run  in  the  night,  in  the 
evening  he  would  go  and  set  his  net,  and 
next  morning  he  would  have  a  beautiful  lot 
of  fish.  In  this  way,  some  springs,  we 
caught  more   than  we  could  use   fresh,   so 
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salted  some  down  tor  summer  use.  They 
helped  us  very  much,  taking  the  place  of 
other  meat.  For  years  back  there  have 
hardly  any  fish  made  their  appearance  up 
the  Ecorse.  Now  it  would  be  quite  a  curios- 
ity to  see  one  in  the  creek.  I  suppose  the 
reason  they  do  not  come  up  is  that  some 
persons  put  in  gill  nets  at  the  mouth  of  the 
Ecorse,  on  Detroit  River,  and  catch  them, 
or  stop  them  at  least.  It  is  known  that  fish 
will  not  run  out  of  a  big  water,  and  run  up 
a  small  stream,  at  any  time  except  in  the 
night. 

These  denizens  of  the  deep  have  their  own 
peculiar  ways,  and  although  man  can  con- 
trive to  catch  them,  yet  he  cannot  fathom 
the  mysteries  that  belong  alone  to  them. 
Where  they  travel  he  cannot  tell  for  they 
leave  no  track  behind. 

It  is  seen  that  I  used  a  hunter's  phrase 
in  mv  description  of  holding  the  gun  while 
shooting  fish.  The  hunter  will  readily  under- 
stand it  as  given.  If  he  has  seen  a  deer  and 
it  has  escaped  him,  and  you  ask  him  why 
he  didn't  shoot  it;  he  almost  invariably  says, 
"I  couldn't  get  my  gun  on  it  before  it 
jumped  out  of  my  sight."  To  such  as  do  not 
understand  that  phrase  I  will  say,  the  ex- 
pression is  allowable,  as  the  bullet  or  charge 
of  shot  flies  so  swiftly  (even  in  advance  of 
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the  sharp  report  of  the  gun).  The  distance 
of  twenty  rods  or  more  is  virtually  anni- 
hilated: Hence  the  expression,  "I  held  the 
gun  on  it,"  (though  it  was  rods  away).  If 
he  sighted  his  gun  straight  toward  the  ob- 
ject he  wished  to  hit  whether  it  was  in  the 
air,  under  water,  or  on  the  ground,  he  would 
claim  that  he  held  his  gun  on  it. 

I  said  that  the  bullet  flew  in  advance  of 
the  report  of  the  gun.  That  is  true,  on  the 
start,  or  until  it  struck  an  object,  if  the  ob- 
ject was  at  a  reasonable  distance;  but  if  the 
distance  proved  too  far,  it  of  course  would 
fall  behind  the  sound.  The  bullet  is  the 
bold — fearless — and  often  cruel  companion 
of  the  report  of  the  gun,  and  loses  in  its 
velocity  the  farther  it  flies,  being  impeded 
and  resisted  by  the  air,  and  at  last  is  left 
flattened  and  out  of  shape,  a  dead  weight, 
while  the  report  of  the  gun  passes  on  very 
swiftly,  and  dies  away  in  the  distance  to  be 
heard  no  more.  I  have  often  heard  the 
reports  of  guns  very  plainly  that  were  fired 
at  ducks  on  Detroit  River,  six  or  seven 
miles  away.  With  what  velocity  their 
sounds  approached  me,  I  leave  Dr.  Derham 
to  determine.  According  to  his  calculation 
it  must  have  been  at  the  rate  of  eleven  hun- 
dred and  forty-two  feet  per  second.  It  has 
also   been   ascertained   with   what   velocity 


the  ball  leaves  the  gun  and  pierces  the  air. 
The  following  is  the  practical  result  ascer- 
tained by  the  experiments  of  Mr.  Robins, 
Count  Rumford,  and  Dr.  Hutton:  "A  mus- 
ket ball,  discharged  with  a  common  charge 
of  powder,  issues  from  the  muzzle  of  the 
piece  with  a  velocity  between  sixteen  and 
seventeen  hundred  feet  in  a  second." 


i6o 


Cfjapter  17 


HOW   I   GOT  IN   TROUBLE    RIDIXG   IX   A    CANOE 

I  OFTEN  rode  in  my  canoe  when  I  did 
not  go  fishing.  I  took  one  ride  in  it 
that  I  shall  always  remember,  at  least 
the  remembrance  of  it  has  forced  itself 
upon  my  mind  a  number  of  times,  in  the 
days  gone  by,  and  I  expect  to  think  of  it  a 
few  times  more.  Of  course  my  oldest  sister, 
Rachel,  who  is  now  Mrs.  Crandell,  of  Dear- 
born, became  acquainted  with  the  young 
ladies  of  the  neighborhood.  One  fine  after- 
noon, in  the  spring  of  the  year  when  the 
water  was  high,  two  of  her  friends  came  to 
see  her.  They  were  considered  very  fine 
young  ladies.  One  was  Miss  Lucy  Lord,  the 
other  I  will  call  nameless,  but  she  is  an  old 
resident  and  lives  near  by.  If  at  any  time 
this  should  meet  her  eye  she  will  vouch  for 
the  truth  of  it.  They  came  to  spend  the 
afternoon  with  sister. 

Of  course  (as  all  young  men  do,  I  believe) 
I  felt  a  little  flattered,  and  thought,  no 
doubt,  one  object  of  their  visit  was  to  see 
me.  Whether  my  humble  self  was  once  in 
all  their  thoughts,  when  they  were  making 
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their  toilet  that  day  or  not,  I  gave  them  the 
credit  of  it.  I  thought  I  had  never  seen  one 
of  them,  at  least,  look  any  better  than  she 
did  that  afternoon.  Her  hair  was  arranged 
very  nicely  and  she  was  very  graceful.  Of 
course,  when  my  sister  told  me  they  wished 
very  much  for  a  boat  ride,  I  could  not  very 
well  to  refuse  to  go  with  them.  I  hoped  to 
let  them  see  with  how  much  skill  I  could 
manage  my  canoe.  But  alas  for  my  skill! 
The  flat  was  covered  with  water  from  our 
little  ridge  to  the  creek,  a  distance  of  twenty 
rods.  It  looked  like  a  large  river.  The 
canoe  was  anchored  near  the  ridge;  the 
young  ladies  got  in  and  we  started  from  the 
landing.  I  had  to  look  out  for  the  stumps 
and  hummocks  so  as  not  to  run  against 
them  nor  run  my  boat  aground.  I  had  my 
passengers  aboard  and  I  stood  in  the  hind 
end  of  the  canoe,  and  with  a  hand  pole  I  set 
it  along  with  greater  rapidity  than  it  could 
hav^e  been  paddled.  We  glided  over  the 
water,  on  the  flat,  amid  the  joyful  acclama- 
tions and  gleeful  laughter  of  my  fair  com- 
panions. One  said,  "I  haven't  had  a  boat 
ride  before  in  Michigan."  Miss  Lucy,  who 
sat  on  the  bow  end  of  the  boat,  waved  her 
handkerchief  and  said,  "Oh,  bless  me!  isn't 
this  pleasant,  sailing  on  the  water!"  An- 
other said,  "How  nice  we  go!"   Of  course  1 
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propelled  along  with  considerable  speed.  I 
thought  I  had  one  of  the  nicest,  prettiest 
and  most  intelligent  load  of  passengers  that 
had  ever  been  in  my  canoe  or  on  that  water, 
and  I  would  give  them  a  nice  ride. 

x-^t  last  we  got  round  as  far  as  the  creek. 
There  the  water  ran  more  swiftly  than  it 
did  on  the  flat.  I  told  the  young  ladies  I 
thought  we  had  better  not  try  to  navigate 
that,  but  they  all  said,  "Let  us  ride  up  the 
creek!"  I  thought  I  was  master  of  the  situa- 
tion and  could  manage  the  canoe.  I  did  not 
want  to  tell  them  that  I  was  afraid,  for 
fear  they  would  say  I  was  faint-hearted.  I 
thought  that  would  be  very  much  against 
me,  and  as  I  had  such  a  brave  crew,  I  made 
up  my  mind  to  go  up  the  strong  current.  I 
turned  the  bow  of  the  boat  up  against  the 
current,  as  much  as  I  could  with  one  hold, 
but  could  not  get  it  straight  against  the 
current.  It  shot  ahead  its  length  or  more, 
then  I  moved  my  hand  pole  to  get  a  new 
hold.  Now  we  were  over  the  creek  and  the 
water  being  four  or  five  feet  deep,  it  was 
impossible  for  me  to  get  my  pole  down  to 
the  bottom  again  in  time  to  save  us.  While 
I  was  trying  to  do  that,  the  current  being 
stronger  than  I  supposed,  turned  the  boat 
sidewise.  I  saw  that  we  were  gone  for  it. 
The  girls  sprang  to  one  side  of  the  boat  and 
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down  we  went,  at  one  plunge,  all  together 
into  the  water.  My  craft  was  foundered, 
filled  with  water  and  went  down,  (stream 
at  least).  Miss  Lucy  Lord  was  the  heroine 
of  the  occasion;  luckily,  she  saved  herself  by 
jumping,  though  she  got  very  wet.  She  got 
on  to  a  little  hummock  on  the  bank  and 
was  on  terra-firma. 

As  soon  as  I  took  in  the  situation,  I  ex- 
erted myself  to  save  the  rest  of  the  crew. 
The  nameless  girl's  head  came  in  sight 
about  the  same  time  my  own  did.  As  soon 
as  she  could  halloo  she  said,  "Lord  have 
mercy!  Lord  help!"  Miss  Lucy  held  out 
her  hand  and  said,  "Come  here  and  Lord 
will  help  you."  I  helped  her  and  my  sister 
to  the  bank  as  quickly  as  possible.  I  had 
to  be  very  lively  in  securing  the  white  pocket 
handkerchief  that  had  been  our  flag  while 
sailing. 

After  they  got  fairly  out,  they  started  like 
three  deer,  as  three  dears  they  were,  for  the 
house,  each  one  for  herself.  The  way  they 
made  three  wakes  through  that  water  was 
something  new  to  me.  I  had  never  seen  the 
like  of  that  before.  Miss  Lucy  went  ahead 
full  of  life.  They  went  through  the  water 
from  one  to  two  feet  deep  all  the  way  to  the 
ridge.  There  were  father,  mother  and  all 
the  rest,  to  witness  their  safe  arrival  on  the 
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shore,  and  join  them  in  their  merry,  though 
I  think  sad  laugh.  I  knew  it  would  all  be 
laid  to  me.  After  I  watched  them  to  the 
house  and  knew  they  were  very  jolly,  I 
started  for  the  canoe.  It  had  gone  down  in 
the  water  to  a  large  log  that  lay  across  the 
creek  and  lodged  against  it. 

I  was  as  wet  as  I  could  be,  and  I  jumped 
in  again,  drew  it  from  the  log  and  pulled  it 
along  full  of  water,  up  the  creek,  until  I  got 
where  the  bank  was  a  little  higher.  Then  I 
drew  the  front  end  up  and  the  water  ran 
over  the  back  end.  When  it  was  so  that  I 
could  tow  it,  I  took  it  across  the  flat  in  front 
of  the  house,  and  left  it  there  in  its  place. 
Then  I  went  in  the  house.  They  had  coined 
a  brand  new  title  for  me;  they  called  me 
"Captain."  They  said  I  had  come  near 
drowning  my  passengers.  Mother  said  it  was 
not  safe  for  young  ladies  to  ride  with  me  on 
the  water.  Father  said,  he  thought  I  was 
not  much  of  a  sailor,  that  I  did  not  under- 
stand navigation;  and  I  made  up  my  mind 
that  he  was  correct,  that  I  was  not  much  of 
a  water-man. 
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OUR   CLEARING  AND  THE    FIRST  RAILROAD 
CARS   I\    1838 

OUR  prospects  began  to  brighten  a 
little,  and  it  is  needless  for  me  to 
attempt  to  describe  what  our  feel- 
ings were,  when  we  got  a  strip  of  the  prime- 
val forest  cleared  away.  Our  clearing  now 
extended  across  the  two  lots,  being  half  a 
mile  east  and  west.  It  was  about  eighty 
rods  wide  on  the  west  side,  running  this 
width  to  the  east  a  little  over  half  way,  and 
it  was  forty  or  fifty  rods  wide  on  the  east 
line.  It  contained  about  sixty  acres  mostly 
logged  and  cleared  off,  but  a  few  logs  re- 
mained lying  on  some  of  it. 

We  had  burned  the  wood  all  up  on  the 
ground,  as  there  was  no  market  for  it,  it 
was  worthless.  We  burned  up  out  of  our 
way  enough  timber  to  have  made  five  thou- 
sand cords  of  cordwood.  Father's  big  ax, 
which  he  brought  from  the  State  of  New 
York,  and  mine,  by  striking  innumerable 
blows,  had  been  worn  out  long  before  this 
strip  was  cleared.  The  heavy,  resounding 
blows  of  those  axes  had    been   heard,  and 
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before  them  many  trees  had  fallen.  They 
stood  before  the  blows  and  trembled  and 
swayed  to  and  fro  and  at  last  fell  with  a 
thundering  crash,  to  the  earth,  to  rise  no 
more.  Some  of  their  bodies  broken,  their 
limbs  broken  off,  wounded  and  bruised, 
and  stripped  of  their  beautiful  foliage.  The 
noise  of  their  fall  and  the  force  with  which 
they  struck  the  earth  made  the  ground 
tremble  and  shake,  and  let  the  neigh- 
bors know  that  father  and  I  were  chop- 
ping, and  that  we  were  slaying  the  tim- 
ber. 

The  grand  old  forest  was  melting  away. 
The  sides  of  many  a  tree  had  been  cleft,  and 
the  chips  bursted  out,  and  they  had  dis- 
appeared all  but  their  stumps.  The  timber 
was  tall,  I  cut  one  whitewood  that  was  about 
a  foot  through  at  the  butt,  and  measured 
eighty-three  feet  to  a  limb.  It  ran  up  as 
straight  as  a  liberty  pole.  I  think  our  large 
timber  was  about  one  hundred  feet  high. 
It  was,  to  me,  a  little  singular  that  the 
smaller  timber  should  run  up  so  tall,  equally 
as  high  as  the  large  timber.  All  appeared 
anxious  to  look  at  the  sun,  bask  their  green 
tops  in  his  rays  and  nestle  and  wave, 
in  ruffles  of  green,  above  the  high  arch- 
ing boughs  of  the  trees.  Once  I  saw  them 
wave,  arrayed  in  a  different  coat.    Beautiful 
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workmanship  of  nature  \sas  displa\ed  in 
the  growth  of  that  timber. 

It  is  not  always  necessary  to  peer  through 
glass  slides  in  order  to  take  a  panoramic 
view  of  the  brilliant  scenes  dame  nature  pre- 
sents, her  varying  pictures  and  beautiful 
face.  Her  handiwork  as  exhibited  by  herself 
is  the  most  enchanting.  Sometimes,  the 
spectacle  after  a  storm  of  rain  and  sleet  is 
grand  and  sublime,  but  the  effect  of  such  a 
storm  is  not  often  seen  as  we  view  it  now. 

Early  one  spring,  after  nature  had  cov- 
ered her  face  with  a  mantle  of  snow  and 
appeared  to  repose,  she  aroused  from  her 
winter  slumber,  and  adorned  herself  in  a  sil- 
very robe.  It  was  formed  by  drops  of  cold 
rain  showered  down  upon  the  little  snow  that 
was  left,  upon  the  trees  and,  in  fact,  upon 
everything  not  under  cover.  Every  bush 
and  little  twig  was  loaded  and  hung  down 
its  head.  The  bodies  and  limbs  of  the  trees 
were  alike  covered  and  the  boughs  bent 
down  under  the  heavy  load  of  icy  armor. 
Icicles,  glistening  like  jewels,  hung  from  the 
eaves  of  the  house,  from  the  fence  rails,  and 
from  the  limbs  of  our  little  fruit  trees.  The 
currant  bush,  the  rose  bushes,  the  briers 
and  prickly  ash  were  all  encased  in  ice. 
From  the  points  and  ends  of  all  the  boughs, 
small   and   large,   icicles   formed   and   hung 
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down  like  tapers.  To  the  point  of  each  was 
hanging  a  silver-like  gem  which  had  been 
frozen  fast  while  in  the  act  of  dropping. 

Some  of  the  trees  were  loaded  so  heavily 
that  the  limbs  broke  off  and  went  tearing 
down  to  the  earth  in  a  heterogeneous  mass. 
The  limbs  broke  in  pieces  and  their  icv  coat 
and  icicles  broke  up  like  glass. 

The  next  morning  the  "Whirl-dance  of 
the  blinding  storm"  of  sleet  had  passed 
away,  but  it  had  left  its  impression  behind. 
There  was  formed  a  crust  on  the  little  snow 
left  which  gave  it  a  shining  coat,  transparent 
as  crystal.  It  was  most  beautiful.  The  sun 
shone  clear  and  bright  and  cast  his  golden 
rays  across  the  face  of  nature.  The  trees 
and  tree-tops,  the  bushes  and  shrubs  shone 
and  glistened  like  so  many  thousand  dia- 
monds and  the  earth  was  dazzling  to  look 
upon.  It  appeared  mystical  as  a  silvery 
land,  everything  aglow  and  sparkling  with 
radiant  hues.  The  trees  and  earth  seemed 
vying  with  each  other  in  most  charming 
beauty  like  many  of  earth's  pictures. 

It  was  a  scene  too  bright  and  strange  to 
last.  A  change  was  soon  caused  by  the 
warming  rays  of  the  sun.  The  icicles,  which 
hung  down  like  jewels,  melted,  let  go  their 
hold  and  fell  to  the  earth.  The  icy  covering 
of  the  trees  began  to  melt  and  fall  like  tears. 
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Very  soon  the  snow  and  ice  were  all  gone 
and  the  ground  left  bare.  Father  said  that 
he  thought  the  trees  were  more  beautiful 
when  clothed  in  green  leaves  than  when 
covered  with  ice  though  they  were  ever  so 
bright.    But  to  the  clearing  again. 

Now  finally  I  thought  we  had  quite  a 
clearing.  I  could  stand  by  our  house,  and 
look  to  the  west,  and  see  Mr.  Pardee's  house 
and  the  smoke  of  his  chimney.  I  could  see 
Mr.  Pardee  and  his  sons  when  they  came 
out  in  the  morning  and  went  to  their  work. 
I  could  look  to  the  east  and  there,  joining 
ours,  was  the  clearing  and  house  of  Mr.  Asa 
Blare,  and  he  could  be  seen.  Then  it  began 
to  seem  as  if  others  were  living  in  Michigan, 
for  we  could  see  them.  The  light  of  civiliza- 
tion began  to  daw^n  upon  us.  We  had  cleared 
up  what  was  a  few  years  before,  the  lair  of 
the  wolf  and  the  hunting  ground  of  the  red 
man.  The  Michigan  bird  of  the  night  had 
no  more  chance  to  make  his  nest  in  hollow- 
trees  or  live  there,  but  had  to  go  back  to 
the  woods.  There  we  could  hear  him  almost 
any  evening  hallooing:  "Whool  whool 
whoo!"  His  nearest  neighbor  would  answer 
him,  "Whool  whoo!"  then  they  would  get 
together  and  have  a  great  talk  about  some- 
thing. Whether  they  were  talking  about 
our  chickens,  or  our  clearing  off  their  woods 
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and  driving  them  away,  or  something  else,  I 
cannot  say  as  I  did  not  understand  what 
they  said. 

Father  said:  "Now  our  best  wood  is 
worth  something,  as  the  road,"  which  is 
now  the  Michigan  Central  Railroad,  "has 
got  as  far  as  Dearborn,  and  they  are  build- 
ing it  farther  west."^^  He  thought  we  could 
cut  some  of  our  best  timber  into  cord  wood 
and  sell  it  to  the  managers  of  the  road,  and 
make  something  from  it.  We  drew  some  of 
the  first  cord  wood  that  they  used  on  the 
railroad,  and  continued  to  furnish  a  share 
of  it  for  years.  We  had  learned  what  day 
the  first  steam  car  was  expected  out  to 
Dearborn.    I  went  to  see  it,  as  it  was  to  be 

29  The  first  railroad  company  in  the  Northwest  was 
the  Pontiac  and  Detroit  Railroad,  incorporated  July  31, 
1 83 1.  Much  delay  ensued  in  building  the  road,  however, 
and  not  until  July,  1838,  was  it  in  operation  as  far  as 
Royal  Oak. 

Meanwhile,  the  future  Michigan  Central  Road  was 
chartered,  June  29,  1832,  and  the  route  surveyed  as  far 
as  Ypsilanti  in  1834.  By  the  close  of  1836  the  road  had 
been  "grubbed"  to  Ypsilanti,  and  ten  miles  of  it  had 
been  graded.  The  State  of  Michigan  now  took  over  the 
road,  named  it  the  Michigan  Central,  and  in  the  course 
of  nine  years  (1837-46)  pushed  it  westward  to  Kala- 
mazoo. Financial  disaster  had  long  since  engulfed  the 
state  government  and  the  further  construction  of  the 
road  devolved  upon  private  enterprise,  which  succeeded 
in  extending  it  to  Chicago  in  the  spring  of  1852. 
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there  at  a  certain  time  of  day.  I  was  in 
time  and  with  others  waited  anxiously  for 
its  appearance.  While  we  were  waiting  I 
heard  that  there  was  to  be  a  race  from  Mr. 
Conrad  Ten  Eyck's,  a  distance  of  one  mile, 
to  Dearborn.  William  Cremer,  a  young 
man  who  lived  at  Ten  Eyck's,  had  made  up 
his  mind  to  have  the  race  on  his  own  hook 
and  let  the  people  of  Dearborn  see  him  come 
in.  He  got  his  sorrel,  white-faced  pony,  had 
him  saddled  and  bridled,  and  waited  in 
readiness,  so  that  when  the  iron  horse  came 
opposite  he  could  try  him  a  race  to  Dear- 
born, and  likewise  try  the  speed  of  his  pony. 
I  don't  suppose  the  railroad  men  knew  any- 
thing about  his  arrangement.  As  the  Ten 
Eyck  tavern,  where  he  started,  stood  within 
twenty  rods  of  the  railroad,  no  doubt  some 
of  the  railroad  men  saw  him  when  he 
started.  Toward  the  village  the  roads  ran 
nearer  and  nearer  together  for  about  a  hun- 
dred rods,  then  came  side  by  side  for  a  short 
distance.  As  he  had  a  little  the  start,  and 
came  to  the  narrows  first,  he  must  have 
been  in  plain  sight  of  the  men  on  the  cars. 
It  is  easy  to  imagine  how  the  puffs  of  the 
iron  horse  scared  the  little  sorrel  and  gave 
him,  if  possible,  more  speed.  The  passengers 
who  saw  him  might  have  thought  it  was  an- 
other "train   band   captain,  John   Gilpin," 
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running  after  his  wife.  Nearly  all  the  peo- 
ple of  Dearborn  (who  were  but  few  at  that 
time)  had  gathered  in  front  of  the  arsenal, 
in  the  Chicago  road,  at  the  side  of  the  Dear- 
born House  and  were  anxiously  waiting. 
From  this  point  we  could  see  half  a  mile 
down  the  Chicago  road  east,  and  we  could 
see  the  smoke  of  the  engine  beyond  the 
Ten  Eyck  place. 

The  time  appointed  was  up  and  we  were 
very  impatient,  waiting  and  looking,  for  the 
least  sign  of  the  approach  of  the  long-talked- 
of  cars.  As  we  were  waiting  some  one  said 
the  cars  would  stop  for  Mr.  TenEyck,  as  he 
was  the  richest  and  most  influential  man 
there  was  in  the  town,  and  the  road  ran  a 
long  way  through  his  farm.  Some  said,  "of 
course  they  will  stop  and  take  him  on."^° 

30  Conrad  Ten  Eyck  was  a  native  of  Albany  who  came 
west  to  Detroit  in  1801  and  for  many  years  ran  a  store 
on  Jefferson  Avenue,  near  Woodward.  In  1826  he  built 
the  tavern  on  the  Chicago  Road  at  the  eastern  bank  of 
the  Rouge  which  figures  in  our  narrative.  The  building 
was  on  the  south  side  of  the  road,  about  opposite  the 
lodge  at  the  entrance  to  Henry  Ford's  estate.  Here 
Ten  Eyck  died  in  1847.  He  had  several  children  who 
married  well,  and  he  was  a  reputable  citizen;  yet  village 
tradition  still  tells  of  dark  doings  carried  on  in  the  tav- 
ern and  the  finding  of  human  corpses  in  the  near-by 
river.  In  the  early  fifties  a  fine  house  was  built  a  mile 
or  so  down  the  Chicago  Road  to  the  west,  to  which  one 
of  Ten  Eyck's  daughters  came  as  a  bride.     A  tavern 
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At  last  we  could  hear  a  distant  rumbling 
like  the  sound  of  a  thousand  horses  running 
away,  and  we  saw  the  smoke.  As  they  came 
nearer  we  saw  a  long  string  of  smoke  dis- 
appearing in  the  air.  The  cars  were  ap- 
proaching us  rapidly,  and  stopped  for  no 
one.  When  they  got  opposite  Mr.  Thomp- 
son's tavern,  sure  enough,  there  on  the  Chi- 
cago road  came  William  Cremer,  like  a 
streak,  with  his  hat  off,  waving  it  in  his 
hand,  looking  back  over  his  shoulder  at  the 
cars,  hallooing  like  a  trooper  and  his  horse 
running  for  dear  life.  He  had  beat  them  for 
the  mile.  Of  course,  before  Cremer  got  up 
to  us,  we  all  started  for  the  railroad,  which 
was  about  twenty-five  rods  to  the  south,  to 
see  the  iron  horse  come  in.  He  came  pranc- 
ing and  pawing  upon  the  iron  track,  and  he 
disdained  to  touch  the  ground.  His  body 
was  as  round  as  a  log.  His  bones  were  made 
of  iron,  his  veins  were  filled  with  heat,  his 
sinews  were  of  brass,  and  "every  time  he 
breathed  he  snorted  fire  and  smoke."  He 
moved  proudly  up  to  the  station,  little 
thinking  that  he  had  just  been  beaten  by  a 
Dearborn  horse.    "With  his  iron  reins"  he 

established  here  in  recent  years  has  been  named  by  the 
proprietors  the  Ten  Eyck  Tavern,  in  memory  of  the 
family  association.  The  ancient  tavern  stood  until  1918, 
when  it  was  demolished  by  Mr.  Ford. 


was  easily  controlled  and  held  in  subjection 
by  his  master.  His  groom  pampered  and 
petted  him,  rubbed  him  down,  oiled  his  iron 
joints  and  gave  him  water  to  drink.  He  fed 
him  upon  the  best  of  cordwood,  as  he  rel- 
ished that  very  well,  and  devoured  it 
greedily.  The  contents  of  his  iron  stomach 
seemed  to  be  composed  of  fire.  While  he 
was  waiting  he  seemed  to  be  very  impatient, 
letting  off  and  wasting  his  breath  and  seem- 
ing eager  for  a  start.  He  was  sweating  pro- 
fusely. The  sweat  was  falling  in  drops  to 
the  ground.  When  all  was  ready,  the  cry 
was,  "All  aboard!"  and  away  he  went 
snorting  at  every  jump. 

I  went  home  and  told  the  wonderful  story 
of  the  sight  I  had  seen.  There  was  but  little 
talked  about,  at  our  house,  except  the  cars, 
until  the  whole  family  had  been  to  see  them. 
We  thought,  surely,  a  new  era  had  dawned 
upon  us,  and  that  Michigan  was  getting  to 
be  quite  a  country. 
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THERE  were  two  stately  trees  which 
stood  near  the  center  of  the  place.  In 
view  of  their  antiquity  it  seemed  al- 
most wrong  to  cut  them.  One  was  an  elm 
which  stood  on  the  flat  of  the  Ecorse.  The 
other  was  what  we  called  a  swamp  white 
oak.  It  stood  in  a  little  hollow  at  the  west 
end  of  the  ridge  (where  we  lived)  about 
twenty  rods  north  of  the  elm.  They  ap- 
peared as  though  they  were  about  the  same 
age.  They  were  nearly  the  same  size.  They 
were  five  or  six  feet  through  at  the  butt. 

Father  often  said  that  the  tree  recorded 
within  itself  a  true  record  of  its  own  age. 
After  a  tree  was  cut  down,  I  hav^e  known 
him  frequently  to  count  the  grains  or  yearly 
rings  and  from  them  extract  a  register  by 
which  he  learned  how  many  years  old  it  was. 
How  my  mind  reaches  back  forty  years 
and  views  again  that  venerable  old  oak  and 
elm.  Trees  whose  history  and  lives  began 
before  the  first  settlement  of  America.  How 
familiar  still  their  appearance  to  me,  as  they 
stood  with  their  arms  stretched  out  bidding 
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me  the  most  graceful  salutations.  They 
seemed  almost  like  friends,  at  least  there 
was  some  companionship  about  them,  their 
forms  were  very  familiar  to  me. 

On  the  west  side  of  the  elm,  just  above  the 
ground  and  running  up  about  six  feet,  there 
was  a  huge  knot  which  grew  out  of  the  side 
of  the  tree.  It  was  large  enough  to  stand 
upon,  when  upon  it,  but  there  was  not  room 
enough  for  us  to  stand  upon  it  and  chop. 
We  had  to  build  a  scaffold  around  the  tree, 
up  even  with  the  top  of  the  knot,  to  stand 
upon.  In  that  way  we  were  able  to  cut  the 
great  tree  down.  It  was  a  hard  job  and 
was  attended  with  danger.  When  the  tree 
started  we  had  to  get  down  very  quickly 
and  run  back  to  a  place  of  safety,  for  the 
tree  was  very  angry  in  the  last  throes  of  its 
dissolution.  It  broke  other  trees  down,  tore 
other  trees  to  pieces,  broke  off  their  limbs, 
bent  other  small  ones  down  with  it  as  it 
went,  and  held  their  tops  to  the  earth. 
Other  trees  went  nearly  down  with  it  but 
were  fortunate  enough  to  break  its  hold  and 
gained  again  their  equilibrium  with  such 
swiftness  that  their  limbs  which  had  been 
nearly  broken  off,  yet,  which  they  retained 
until  they  straightened,  then  their  stopping 
so  suddenly,  the  reaction  caused  the  frac- 
tured  and   dry  limbs   to   break  loose,   and 
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they  flew  back  of  where  we  had  been  chop- 
ping. They  flew  like  missiles  of  death 
through  the  air,  and  the  scaffold  upon 
which  we  stood  but  a  minute  before  was 
smashed  into  slivers.  In  the  mean  time  we 
were  looking  out  for  our  own  satety. 

No  man,  unless  he  has  experienced  it  him- 
self, can  have  an  adequate  idea  of  the  dan- 
ger and  labor  of  clearing  a  farm  in  heavy, 
timbered  land.  Then  he  knows  something 
of  the  anxieties  and  hardships  of  a  life  in 
the  woods:  the  walking,  the  chopping  and 
sweating,  the  running  and  the  dodging  like 
Indians  behind  trees.  He  trusts  to  their 
protection  to  save  him  from  falling  trees 
and  flying  limbs,  although  he  is  often  lac- 
erated and  bruised,  jammed  and  torn  by 
them.  I  knew  a  man  and  a  boy  in  our  town 
who  were  killed  by  falling  limbs.  Sometimes 
he  is  cut  by  the  ax  and  is  obliged  to  go  home, 
over  logs,  between  stumps  and  through 
brush,  leaving  a  bloody  trail  behind  him. 

Father's  farm  was  rescued  from  the  wil- 
derness and  consecrated  to  the  plow  and 
husbandry  through  sweat  and  blood.  We 
ofttimes  encountered  perils  and  were  weary 
from  labor,  often  times  hungry  and  thirsty, 
often  suffered  from  cold  and  heat,  frequently 
destitute  of  comfortable  apparel  and  con- 
demned  to   toil   as  the  universal   doom  of 
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humanity — thus  earning  our  bread  by  the 
sweat  of  our  brows. 

Father  and  I  labored  some  years  in  sight  of 
the  great  elm  stump.  It  appeared  like  a  giant, 
with  a  great  hump  on  his  back,  overlooking 
the  surrounding  stumps.  It  was  about  eight 
feet  high.  But  it  was  doomed  to  decay,  and 
entirely  disappeared  long  years  ago. 

The  oak  tree  was  more  fortunate  and 
escaped  the  fatal  ax,  a  number  of  years 
after  all  the  timber  around  it  had  been 
chopped  and  cleared  away.  On  account  of 
its  greatness,  and  its  having  so  nice  a  body, 
father  let  it  stand  as  monarch  of  the  clear- 
ing. But  few  came  into  our  clearing  with- 
out seeing  his  majesty's  presence.  His  roots 
were  immense.  They  had  been  centuries 
creeping  and  feeling  their  way  along,  ex- 
tracting life  from  mother  earth  to  sustain 
their  gigantic  body.  The  acorn,  from  which 
that  oak  grew,  must  have  been  planted  long 
before,  and  the  tree  which  grew  from  it 
have  been  dressed  many  times  in  its  sum- 
mer robe  of  green,  and  it  was,  doubtless, 
flourishing  when  the  "Mayflower"  left  the 
English  Channel.  When  she  was  slowly 
making  her  way  from  billow  to  billow, 
through  the  then  almost  unknown  sea, 
bearing  some  of  the  most  brave  and  liberty- 
loving  men  and  women  the  world,  at  that 
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time,  could  produce;  when  the  hearts  of  the 
Pilgrim  Fathers  were  beating  high  with 
hopes  of  liberty  and  escape  from  tyranny, 
when  their  breath  came  low  and  short  for 
fear  of  what  might  await  them;  when  they 
landed  on  the  American  shore — yes!  when 
that  little  band  of  pilgrims  were  kneeling  on 
Plymouth  Rock,  and  offering  up  thanks- 
giving and  praise  to  the  Almighty,  who  had 
brought  them  safely  o'er  the  trackless  deep, 
that  oak  was  quietly  standing,  gathering 
strength  to  make  it  what  it  was  when  we 
came  to  Michigan.  There  it  had  stood,  ever 
since  the  days  of  yore,  spreading  its  boughs 
over  the  generations  of  men  who  have  long 
since  passed  away.  Around  it  had  been  the 
Indian's  camping  and  hunting  ground. 
When  we  came  to  plow  and  work  the 
ground  near  it  I  found  some  of  their  stone 
arrows  which  had  been  worked  out  very 
beautifully.  Their  edges  and  points  showed 
very  plainly  where  they  had  been  chipped 
off  in  making.  We  also  found  stone  hatch- 
ets, the  bits  of  which  were  about  two  and  a 
half  inches  broad  and  worked  to  an  edge. 
They  were  about  six  inches  long.  The  pole 
or  head  was  round.  From  their  appearance 
they  must  have  been  held  in  the  hand  using 
the  arm  for  a  helve.  For  an  encounter  with 
bruin  or  any  other  enemy,  it  is  possible  they 
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bound  a  withe  around  the  pole  and  used 
that  as  a  handle.  Much  ingenuity  and  skill 
must  have  been  required  to  work  out  their 
implements  when  they  had  nothing  better 
with  which  to  do  it  than  other  stones. 

I  often  picked  up  the  arrows  and  hatchets 
and  saved  them  as  relics  of  past  ages,  know- 
ing that  they  had  been  in  other  hands  long 
years  before.  I  have  some  of  them  now 
(1875).  ^^^  stones  from  which  they  were 
made  must  have  been  brought  from  some 
distance  as  there  were  few  other  stones 
found  in  this  part  of  the  country. 

If  that  oak  could  have  talked,  what  a 
wild,  wild  story  it  might  have  told,  not  only 
of  lost  arrows  and  hatchets,  but  also  of  their 
owners,  about  whom  the  world  has  little 
knowledge.  It  might  have  told  also  of  the 
hundreds  of  years  it  had  stood  there  and 
showered  down  its  acorns  upon  the  earth, 
enough  in  one  season  to  have  planted  a  for- 
est of  its  own  kind;  how  often  its  acorns  had 
been  gathered  by  the  Indian  youth,  and 
devoured  by  the  wild  beasts  of  the  forest; 
how  many  times  its  leaves  had  been  changed 
by  the  autumn  frosts  from  a  green  to  a  beau- 
tiful golden  hue;  how  the  cold  wind  swept 
them  off  and  they  flew  down  in  huddled 
races  to  the  ground,  carpeted  and  cushioned 
the  earth,  protected  the  roots  and  enriched 
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the  soil.  How,  after  it  had  been  shorn  of  its 
leaves,  its  life  current  had  been  sent  back 
through  the  pores  of  its  body  to  its  roots  and 
congealed  by  the  cold  freezing  frosts  of  win- 
ter; how  the  wind  sighed  and  moaned 
through  its  branches  while  it  cracked  and 
snapped  with  the  frost.  But  there  was  to 
be  an  end  to  its  existence.  The  remorseless 
ax  was  laid  at  its  roots  and  there  is  nothing 
left  of  it,  unless  it  be  a  few  old  oak  rails. 
There  are  some  moss-covered  rails  on  the 
place  yet  that  were  made  at  an  early  day. 
How  mv  thoughts  go  back  and  linger  round 
that  oak  whose  branches  gave  shelter  to  the 
deer,  furnished  them  with  food,  protected 
the  Indian  and  his  home — the  place  where  I, 
so  long  afterward,  advanced  to  manhood. 

It  is  no  wonder  that  Boston  men  are  so  care- 
ful in  protecting  their  trees.  With  their  usual 
care  and  foresight  they  have  guarded  the  cele- 
brated elm  on  Boston  common.  Thousands 
of  the  American  people  from  every  State  in 
the  Union,  even  from  the  Pacific  coast,  visit 
the  beautiful  city  of  Boston  but  are  not 
satisfied  until  they  visit  the  ancient  elm,  read 
its  history,  as  far  as  known,  from  the  iron 
plate,  and  gaze  with  admiration  on  the  won- 
derful tree  and  the  fence  that  surrounds  it. 

The  full  history  of  that  tree  is  not  known, 
but  it  reaches  back  prior  to  the  settlement 
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of  Boston.  It  was  a  good  sized  tree  in  1656.  "A 
map  of  Boston  made  in  1722  showed  the  tree 
as  one  of  the  principal  objects."  That  tree  is 
a  sacred  relic  of  the  past.  Its  branches  waved 
over  the  heads  of  honored  colonial  ancestors. 
Trees  are  our  most  beautiful  and  best 
antiquities.  "It  was  a  beautiful  thought," 
says  Ruskin,  "when  God  thought  of  mak- 
ing a  tree  and  giving  it  a  life  so  long."  An- 
other says:  "What  vicissitudes  mark  its 
life,  almost  tender  with  suggestion.  Trees 
are  the  Methuselahs  of  nature.  The  famous 
Etna  chestnut  is  a  thousand  years  old. 
There  is  a  cypress  tree  in  Mexico,  over 
forty  feet  in  diameter,  whose  zones  record 
nearly  three  thousand  years.  The  baobab 
trees  of  the  Green  Cape  are  fully  four  thou- 
sand years  old.  The  great  dragon  tree  at 
Ortova,  Teneriffe  (recently  said  to  be  dy- 
ing), is  said  to  be  five  thousand  years  old — 
a  life  that  runs  parallel  to  almost  the  entire 
period  of  human  chronology."  No  doubt 
some  of  those  trees  will  last  as  long  as  time. 
Is  it  any  wonder  that  I  claim  some  com- 
panionship to  trees,  since  I  passed  so  many 
years  of  my  youth  among  them  ?  Trees  often 
prevented  sharp  eyes  from  seeing  me,  se- 
creted me  and  helped  me  to  luck,  which 
was  very  gratifying  to  me.  Trees,  when  it 
rained    and    the    wind    was   piercing,    have 
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often  protected,  sheltered  and  kept  me  dry 
and  comfortable  for  hours. 

I  frequently  when  at  some  distance  from 
home,  hunting,  and  night  coming  on,  began 
traveling,  as  I  supposed,  toward  home.  I 
often  came  to  tracks  in  the  snow  which,  at 
first,  I  thought  were  made  by  some  one  else, 
but,  upon  a  more  particular  examination, 
would  find  that  they  were  my  own  tracks. 
Then  I  would  know  that  I  had  been  circling 
round  and  round,  that  the  ''wigwam  was 
lost"  and  I  had  the  gloomy  prospect  of 
remaining  in  the  woods  all  night — "out  of 
humanity's  reach."  Then  I  would  trust  to 
the  trees,  look  at  them,  take  their  direc- 
tions and  start  again  in  a  new  course.  This 
would  seem  wTong  to  me,  but  I  always  came 
out  right.  Trees  never  deceived,  but  showed 
me  the  w^ay  home. 

When  I  have  been  in  the  woods,  hungry, 
trees  furnished  me  food.  When  thirsty,  they 
often  supplied  me  with  drink.  When  cold  and 
almost  freezing,  trees  have  warmed  and  made 
me  comfortable.  Trees  furnished  most  of  the 
material  for  father's  "bark-covered  house," 
which  sheltered  us  for  more  than  two  years. 

If  trees  have  done  so  much  for  one,  surely 
all  humanity  have  derived  great  good  from 
them.  The  earth  itself  is  adorned  and  beau- 
tified by  trees. 
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DRAWING  CORD  WOOD HOW  THE   RAILROAD 

WAS  BUILT THE  STEAM  WHISTLE 

FATHER  commenced  chopping  cord 
wood  and  he  said  I  could  draw  it  as 
fast  as  he  could  chop  it.  I  was  so  much 
engaged  that,  when  the  moon  was  in  its  full, 
I  often  started  with  my  load  of  wood  a  little 
before  plain  daylight.  Of  course  I  felt  cheer- 
ful, I  thought  we  were  doing  some  business. 
Sometimes  I  walked  by  the  side  of  the  team 
and  load  and  sometimes  behind  them.  Hal- 
looing at  my  team,  driving  them,  singing, 
whistling  and  looking  into  the  woods  occa- 
sionally, occupied  my  time  until  I  got  to 
Dearbornville. 

One  morning  I  met  William  Ozee.  I  told 
him  I  had  seen  two  or  three  deer  as  I  was 
coming  along.  Told  him  where  they  stood 
and  looked  at  me  and  the  team,  until  we 
were  out  of  sight,  and  that  I  thought  they 
were  there  yet.  He  said  he  would  attend  to 
them.  He  had  his  rifle  on  his  shoulder,  and 
he  said  he  would  go  for  them.  I  saw  him 
afterward  and  he  said  he  had  taught  them 
better  than  to  stand  and  look  at  anybody 
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so  impudently  as  that.    He  had  killed  some 
of  them. 

I  made  up  my  mind  that  if  I  could  get  a 
good  ririe,  1  could  make  as  much,  or  more, 
with  it  than  father  and  I  both  could  make 
cutting  and  drawing  wood.  Father  said  I 
might  have  a  new  one  made.  Accordingly  I 
went  to  John  \V.  Alexander  and  selected  a 
rifle  barrel,  from  a  pack  of  new  barrels  that 
he  had.  I  tried  to  select  as  soft  a  one  as  I 
could,  as  I  considered  those  the  best  in 
frosty  weather.  I  selected  what  I  thought 
was  about  the  right  calibre,  and  told  him  I 
wanted  him  to  make  it  with  a  raised  sight 
so  I  could  shoot  any  distance.  I  told  him  to 
make  a  buster  for  me,  one  that  couldn't  be 
beat.  He  said  he  would  try  and  do  it  for 
twenty  dollars.  I  told  him  I  wanted  him  to 
make  it  as  quickly  as  he  could;  in  a  short 
time  he  had  it  done.  I  thought  it  was  a 
beautiful  rifle.  The  name  of  the  maker  was 
inscribed  on  the  barrel.  I  took  it  home  feel- 
ing very  good.  I  tried  it  shooting  at  a  mark; 
shooting  the  distance  of  ten  rods  at  a  mark 
the  size  of  a  two  shilling  silver  piece.  With 
a  rest,  when  there  was  not  much  wind,  I 
could  hit  it  every  time  and  did  do  it  five  or 
six  times  in  succession.  Frequently  when 
shooting  the  bullet  holes  would  break  into 
one    another,    and    sometimes    two    bullets 
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would  go  into  the  same  hole.  The  only  way 
I  could  tell  where  the  last  shot  struck  was 
by  plugging  up  the  old  holes.  Often  the 
little  white  paper  would  fly  away,  the  pin  in 
the  center  having  been  shot  away. 

I  made  up  my  mind  I  had  a  splendid  rifle, 
one  that  it  would  be  hard  to  beat.  That 
same  rifle  now  stands  in  my  bedroom.  It 
was  made  over  thirty-five  years  ago,  with 
the  bright  name  of  John  W.  Alexander  on  it. 
He  is  now  an  old  resident  of  Dearborn,  a 
useful  and  ingenious  man,  and  fills  a  promi- 
nent place  in  society;  if  he  were  gone  it 
would  be  difficult  to  find  a  man  capable  of 
filling  his  place. 

But  I  must  return  to  my  drawing  wood. 
The  place  where  we  heaped  it  was  on  the 
north  side  of  the  railroad,  about  fifteen  rods 
east  of  where  the  postofiice  is  now  kept.  The 
woodyard,  including  the  depot,  I  should 
judge,  was  not  more  than  one  hundred  feet 
square.  Here  we  piled  our  wood,  sometimes 
ten  feet  high.  We  were  to  have  seven  shil- 
lings a  cord  for  it  and  if  we  chopped  and 
hauled  three  cords  a  day  we  thought  we  did 
well.  I  drew  it  as  fast  as  I  could,  sometimes 
I  got  to  Dearborn  just  as  the  old  Solar  made 
his  appearance  in  the  east.  The  Lunar  had 
already  done  her  work  toward  helping  me, 
veiled  her  face  and  disappeared.    When  we 
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had  drawn  a  lot  of  wood  in  father  had  it 
measured  up  and  got  his  voucher  for  the 
amount.  One  time  when  he  went  to  Detroit 
to  get  his  money  I  went  with  him.  We  went 
on  the  cars.  The  depot  and  railroad  office, 
where  father  did  his  business,  stood  where 
the  City  Hall  now  stands. ^^  I  thought  the 
railroad  was  a  splendid  thing.  We  went  in  so 
much  nicer,  easier  and  quicker  than  we  could 
have  gone  on  foot,  or  with  our  ox-team. 

Now  we  were  going  to  get  some  money  of 
the  railroad  officers,  I  thought  we  would 
have  money  to  pay  the  interest  on  our  mort- 
gage and  help  us  along.  Father  got  his  pay 
in  Michigan  State  scrip,  a  substitute  for 
money.  It  was  good  for  its  face  to  pay  State 
taxes;  but  to  turn  it  into  money  father  had 
to  sell  it  for  six  shillings  on  a  dollar.  Here  it 
will  be  seen,  that  what  we  really  received  for 
our  wood,  was  a  little  over  sixty-five  cents 
per  cord,  and  that  when  we  drew  in  three 
cords  a  day  (which  was  as  much  as  father 
could  chop,  and  all  that  I  and  the  team  could 

3' The  first  depot  ot  the  Michigan  Central  Road  in 
Detroit  stood  at  Griswold  Street  and  Michigan  Ave- 
nue, occupying  a  part  of  the  grounds  of  the  present 
City  Hall.  At  Woodward  Avenue  the  railroad  turned 
south  to  Atwater  Street,  in  which  it  ran  i,ooo  feet  east 
and  i,ooo  feet  west  of  Woodward.  The  depot  remained 
at  Griswold  and  Michigan  until  184S,  when  trains  began 
running  into  the  new  Third  Street  Station. 
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draw)  we  made  a  little  over  a  dollar  and 
ninety-five  cents  per  day. 

What  would  some  of  the  workingmen  of 
the  present  day  who  get  together  and  form 
"Union  Leagues,"  "Trade  Unions,"  strike 
for  higher  wages  and  conspire  against  their 
employers  and  their  capital,  doubtless  think- 
ing such  a  course  justifiable,  think  of  such 
wages  as  that,  and  provisions  very  dear,  as 
they  were  at  that  time?  I  began  to  think 
myself  rough  and  ready  and  was  able  to 
grapple  with  almost  anything  and  do  a  good 
day's  work.  Father,  I  and  the  team  all 
worked  hard  and  with  the  wood  thrown  in  we 
all  together  did  not  make  two  dollars  a  day. 

As  father  had  a  small  job  in  the  building 
of  the  railroad  and  some  of  the  time  I  was 
with  him,  I  will  describe  as  well  as  I  can, 
how  the  railroad  was  built.  They  first 
graded  the  road-bed  and  made  it  level,  then 
took  timbers  as  long  as  the  trees  would 
make  them,  hewed  them  on  each  side  and 
flattened  them  down  to  about  a  foot  in  thick- 
ness, then  laid  them  on  blocks  which  were 
placed  in  the  bed  of  the  road.  They  were 
laid  lengthwise  of  the  road,  far  enough  apart 
so  that  they  would  be  directly  under  the 
wheels  of  the  cars,  and  the  ground  graded  up 
around  them.  In  this  manner  they  continued 
until  the  road-bed  was  finished. 
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The  next  thing  was  to  get  out  the  ties. 
These  were  made  from  logs  nine  feet  long, 
which  were  split  open  through  the  heart, 
then  quartered  and  split  from  the  heart  to 
the  center  of  the  back,  until  the  pieces  were 
about  six  or  seven  inches  through  on  the 
back.  Then  the  backs  of  the  ties  were  hewed 
flat,  making  them  about  three  square,  when 
they  were  ready  to  be  used  on  the  road. 
They  were  placed  back  down  across  the  bed 
pieces  and  spiked  fast  to  them.  They  were 
laid  about  three  feet  apart  the  length  of  the 
road.  Over  those  sills,  in  the  upper  edge  of 
the  ties,  they  cut  out  two  gains.  In  those 
gains  they  laid  two  stringers  running  directly 
over  the  sleepers.  These  stringers  were 
sawed  out  about  four  by  six  inches  square. 
They  were  laid  in  the  gains  of  the  ties,  spiked 
fast  and  wedged  with  wooden  wedges.  Then 
the  woodwork  was  finished  and  everything 
ready  for  putting  on  the  iron.  They  used 
the  strap  rail  iron.  The  bars  were  two  inches 
and  a  quarter  wide  and  half  an  inch  thick. 
These  bars  were  laid  flat  on  top,  and  next  to 
the  in-edge,  of  the  stringers  and  were  spiked 
fast  to  them.  In  this  way  our  railroad  was 
built.  The  cars  running  away  west  on  it, 
penetrating  Michigan  as  the  harbinger  of 
civilization,  opened  up  a  way  for  the  re- 
sources of  the  country. 
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The  strap  iron  which  they  used  first 
proved  to  be  very  poor  iron.  In  after  years, 
if  a  spike  came  out  or  the  bar  cracked  off  at 
the  spike  hole,  the  bar  would  turn  up  like  a 
serpent's  head  and  if  not  seen  in  time  it  was 
liable  to  throw  the  train  off  the  track  and  do 
damage.  I  was  at  Dearborn  at  one  time 
when  an  accident,  of  this  kind,  happened  to 
a  freight  train,  a  little  west  of  the  village. 
There  was  considerable  property  destroyed, 
barrels  broken  in  pieces  and  flour  strewed 
over  the  ground,  but  no  lives  were  lost. 

Father  said  the  railroad  was  a  good  thing 
for  us  and  our  country,  and  that  they  would 
soon  have  one,  and  the  cars  running  on  it  to 
the  State  of  New  York.  Then  I  reiterated 
my  promise  to  mother.  I  said  if  the  cars  ran 
through  our  native  place,  we  could  go  back 
there  without  crossing  Lake  Erie,  the 
thought  of  which  chilled  me  every  time  I 
spoke  to  mother  about  going  back  to  make 
a  visit.  Time  sped  on,  days,  months,  and 
some  years  had  passed,  since  the  first  of  the 
Michigan  Central  Railroad  was  built,  and 
the  cars  running  east  and  west  loaded  with 
passengers  and  freight,  when  one  morning  I 
heard  a  strange  noise.  It  was  terrible  and 
unaccountable  to  me,  as  much  so  as  it 
would  have  been  if  I  had  heard  heavy  thun- 
der at  mid-day,  from  a  clear  sky.   I  heard  it 
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from  the  direction  of  Dearbornville;  it  ap- 
peared to  originate  there,  or  in  the  woods 
that  way.  I  heard  it  two  or  three  times, 
several  days  in  succession. 

If  there  had  come  a  herald  from  Dear- 
bornville and  told  me  that  the  man  of  the 
moon  had  stepped  out  of  his  old  home,  and 
down  on  to  our  earth,  at  Dearborn,  and 
that  he  had  a  great  horn,  twenty  feet  long, 
in  his  hand,  and  that  it  was  him,  I  had  heard, 
tooting  on  his  horn  to  let  us  know,  and  the 
inhabitants  of  his  own  country,  that  he  had 
arrived  safe  on  the  earth,  I  might  not  have 
believed  what  he  said  in  regard  to  the 
arrival  of  the  supernatural  being  and  his 
visit  to  us;  but  I  could  have  believed  almost 
anything  wonderful  in  regard  to  the  horn 
for  I  had  heard  its  thrilling  blast  myself. 

Father,  mother  and,  in  fact,  none  of  us 
were  able  to  think  or  imagine  what  it  could 
be.  It  came  through  the  woods  as  swift  as 
lightning  and  its  shrill  and  piercing  voice 
was  more  startling  than  thunder.  It  echoed 
and  re-echoed  across  our  clearing,  from 
woods  to  woods  and  died  swiftly  away  in 
the  distance.  What  on  earth  could  it  be: 
Could  it  be  the  voice  of  a  wild  animal.'' 
That  seemed  impossible,  it  was  too  loud.  I 
thought  such  an  animal  would  need  lungs 
as  large  as  a  blacksmith's  bellows,  and  a 
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voice  as  strong  as  a  steamboat,  to  have 
raised  such  an  unearthly  yell. 

It  was  enough  to  scare  all  the  bears  and 
wolves  to  death,  or  at  least  enough  to  make 
them  hide  away  from  the  voice  and  face  of 
the  dragon.  But  there  was  a  man,  who  lived 
one  mile  south  of  Dearbornville,  by  the 
name  of  Alonzo  Mather;  he  was  a  little 
more  sensible  and  courageous.  He  thought 
he  knew  what  made  the  strange  noise.  When 
he  came  out  of  his  house  one  morning,  all  at 
once,  the  terrible  sound  broke  upon  his  ear. 
He  had  heard  it  two  or  three  times  before, 
about  the  same  place  in  the  woods,  toward 
Dearbornville.  He  said  to  his  hired  man,  a 
Mr.  Whitmore,  who  was  utterly  astonished 
and  seemed  to  be  all  in  a  fright,  ''Hear  that! 
I  know  what  it  is!  It  is  a  bear,  and  he  lives 
right  over  there  in  the  woods.  I  have  heard 
him  two  or  three  times  in  the  same  place. 
Don't  say  a  word  to  anyone;  nor  let  the 
hunters  know  anything  about  his  being 
there  and  I'll  shoot  him  myself."  He  took 
down  his  rifle  immicdiately,  and  started  on 
the  double  quick,  followed  by  the  hired  man, 
who  could  help  him  in  case  of  trouble. 

He  went  through  the  woods  looking  care- 
fully in  every  direction,  scanning  the  old 
logs  and  large  hollow  trees  and  searching 
from  top  to  bottom  to  see  if  he  could  find  a 
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hole  large  enough  for  a  bear  to  crawl  in.  In 
this  way  he  looked  all  around,  near  the  rail- 
road, where  he  thought  the  noise  originated, 
but  he  could  not  find  a  track  or  sign  of  Mr. 
Bruin,  for  the  bear  wasn't  there,  so,  in  dis- 
gust, he  gave  up  the  hunt. 

About  the  next  day  after  Mr.  Mather's 
hunt,  he  and  all  the  rest  of  us  learned  what 
had  caused  the  excitement.  It  was  a  new 
invention,  the  steam  whistle  of  the  cars; 
something  we  had  never  heard  before.^' 

32  The  steam  whistle  was  invented  by  George  Stephen- 
son in  1825,  but  it  was  not  introduced  on  an  American 
railroad  until  i8'^8. 
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chapter  21 

HOW  I  HUXTED  AND  WE   PAID  THE  MORTGAGE 

THE  mortgage  which  had  hung  so  long 
over  us,  like  a  dark  cloud  obscuring 
our  temporal  horizon  and  chilling  our 
hopes,  was  at  last  removed.  May  first,  1841. 
After  the  mortgage  was  on  the  place  it 
hardly  seemed  to  me  as  if  it  were  ours.  It 
was  becoming  more  and  more  valuable  all 
the  time,  and  I  thought  it  was  dangerous  to 
let  the  mortgage  run,  as  the  old  lady  might 
foreclose  at  any  time  and  make  us  trou- 
ble and  expense.  The  mortgage  was  like  a 
cancer  eating  up  our  substance,  gnawing 
day  and  night  as  it  had  for  years.  I  made 
up  my  mind  it  must  be  paid.  I  knew  it 
caused  mother  much  trouble  and,  although 
father  said  very  little  about  it,  I  knew 
that  he  would  be  over-joyed  to  have  it 
settled  up.  I  told  him  I  thought  I  had 
better  hunt  during  one  fall  and  winter  and 
that  I  thought  I  could,  in  that  way,  help 
him  raise  money  to  pay  the  mortgage.  I 
was  about  twenty  years  old  at  that  time 
and  thought  I  had  a  very  good  rifle  and 
knew  how  to  use  it. 
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I  went  to  my  friend  William  Beal,  and 
told  him  I  had  concluded  to  hunt  through 
the  winter.  I  asked  him  if  he  didn't  want  to 
join  w^ith  me  and  we  would  hunt  together, 
at  least  some  of  the  time.  He  said  he  would. 
I  told  him  I  thought  we  could  make  more 
money  by  hunting  than  we  could  in  any 
other  way  as  deer  were  worth,  on  an  average, 
from  two  and  a  half  to  five  dollars  apiece  at 
Detroit,  and  we  could  take  them  in  very 
handily  on  the  cars. 

We  found  the  deer  very  numerous  in  the 
town  of  Taylor,  next  south  of  the  town  of 
Dearborn.  Sometimes  we  went  and  stayed 
a  week.  We  stopped  nights  with  an  old  gen- 
tleman whose  name  was  Hodge.  He  always 
appeared  very  glad  to  see  us  and  gave  us  a 
hearty  welcome.  As  he  and  his  old  lady  (at 
that  time)  lived  alone,  no  doubt  they  were 
glad  of  our  company.  They  must  have  felt 
lonesome  and  they  knew  they  would  be  well 
rewarded  with  venison  and  money  for  the 
trouble  we  made  them.  Mrs.  Hodge  took  as 
much  pains  for  us  and  used  us  as  well  as 
mother  could  have  done.  We  carried  our 
provisions  there  on  our  backs,  flour,  pota- 
toes, pork  and  whatever  we  needed.  We  car- 
ried pork  for  the  reason  we  relished  it  bet- 
ter a  part  of  the  time  than  we  did  venison. 
Mrs.  Hodge  prepared  our  meals  at  any  time 
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we  wanted  them.  Sometimes  we  ate  our 
breakfast  before  daylight  and  were  a  mile  or 
two  on  the  runway  of  the  deer  when  it  be- 
came light.  The  woods  and  oak  openings 
abounded  in  deer  and  we  had  very  good  luck 
as  a  general  thing.  We  made  it  a  rule  to  stay 
and  not  go  home  until  we  had  killed  a  load, 
which  was  not  less  than  six.  Then  we  went 
and  got  father's  oxen  and  sled  to  go  after 
and  bring  them  home.  After  we  brought 
them  home  we  took  the  hind  quarters,  the 
hide,  and  sometimes  the  whole  deer,  to 
Detroit  and  sold  them.  In  this  way  we  got 
considerable  money.  In  fact  my  pocket- 
book  began  to  pod  out  a  little.  Of  course, 
we  saved  enough,  of  the  fore-quarters  for 
our  family  use  and  for  our  old  friends,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Hodge.  But  we  couldn't  afford  to  let 
them  have  the  saddles;  we  wanted  them  to 
sell  as  we  were  going  in  for  making  money. 
It  would  be  impossible  for  me  to  delineate 
the  occurrences  incident  to  my  hunting  days. 
The  story  told  in  full  v/ould  fill  a  volume, 
but  if  it  were  not  in  connection  with  my 
father's  family  and  how  we  got  along,  when 
I  was  at  home  with  him,  I  should  not  men- 
tion it  at  all.  As  it  is,  I  will  try  to  describe 
one  day's  hunt  after  deer,  which  might  be 
called  a  successful  day,  and  another  hunt 
after  bears,  which  was  not  successful  and 
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one  or  two  deer  fights.  My  comrade  and  I 
started  from  father's  very  early  one  morn- 
ing. A  nice  tracking  snow,  three  or  four 
inches  deep,  had  fallen  during  the  fore  part 
of  the  night.  In  the  morning  it  was  warm 
and  pleasant.  When  we  came  near  the  head 
of  the  windfall,  we  found  the  tracks  where 
three  large  bucks  had  been  along.  It  is  not 
common  that  those  large  deer  go  together. 
They  are  generally  scattering,  one  or  two, 
or  with  other  deer,  but  in  this  case,  it  seemed, 
three  old  bucks  had  agreed  to  go  together. 
We  followed  them  about  half  a  mile  to  the 
west  until  they  crossed  what  is  now  the  old 
telegraph  road  in  the  town  of  Taylor,  south 
of  where  Mr.  Putnam  lives.  We  thought 
the  deer  went  into  a  large  thicket,  that 
stands  there  yet.  We  made  up  our  minds 
they  were  lying  in  that  thicket.  William 
said  he  would  go  around  and  stand  on  the 
ridge,  beyond  the  thicket,  in  a  good  place  to 
see  them  when  they  were  driven  out.  I  told 
him  I  wanted  him  to  be  sure  and  down  one, 
so  that  I  could  see  how^  thev  looked.  I  stood 
where  he  left  me  about  half  an  hour,  to  give 
him  plenty  of  time  to  get  around,  then  I 
started  along  slowly,  on  the  tracks. 

I  followed  them  about  ten  or  fifteen  rods 
when  I  found,  that  instead  of  going  into  the 
thicket  where  we  supposed,  they  had  turned 
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into  a  little  thicket,  near  a  fence  and  clearing 
that  had  been  made  at  an  early  day.  I  little 
thought  they  were  lying  there,  but  sure 
enough,  in  a  minute,  they  jumped  up  and 
away  they  went,  one  after  the  other,  toward 
the  big  thicket.  They  seemed  desirous  of 
making  all  the  sport  of  me  they  could;  as 
they  were  running  across  a  little  opening 
they  showed  me  their  white  flags.  I  shot 
very  quickly  at  the  middle  one.  I  told  him 
by  the  report  of  my  rifle,  which  rang  out 
clear  on  the  morning  air,  that  I  wanted  him 
to  stop,  and  he  struck  his  flag. 

They  were  running  from  me  a  little  diago- 
nally, and  were  about  twenty-five  rods  ofl^, 
when  my  bullet  struck  his  side,  it  being 
partly  toward  me.  They  ran  right  into  the 
big  thicket  where  we  first  supposed  they  lay. 
I  loaded  my  rifle  and  went  where  they  were 
running  when  I  shot.  I  saw  that  the  blood 
flew  in  small  particles  on  the  snow  and  I  was 
sure  he  was  ours.  He  ran  for  one  breath, 
got  out  of  my  sight  and  fell  dead,  having 
made  his  last  tracks,  being  shot  through  the 
lights. 

I  hurried  across  to  my  friend  Beal  and  told 
him  I  had  shot  a  noble  buck.  That  he  was 
running  away  from  me  and  that  I  would  not 
allow  him  to  do  so.  The  other  two  had  gone 
out  of  the  thicket,  over  the  ridge,  so  far  east 
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that  he  didn't  see  thcni  at  all.  We  hurried 
back  to  where  the  one  we  had  got  lay,  took 
out  his  entrails,  climbed  up  a  sapling,  bent 
down  the  top  and  fastened  the  gambrels  of 
the  old  buck  to  it;  then  sprinkled  powder  on 
his  hair,  so  as  to  keep  the  ravens  from  pick- 
ing him,  let  go  the  sapling  and  it  straightened 
up  with  him  so  that  he  was  out  of  the  way  of 
the  dogs  and  wolves.  Then  we  started  as 
quickly  as  possible  after  the  other  two. 
They  went  a  south-west  direction  about 
eighty  rods,  then  turned  south-east  and  went 
straight  for  the  Indian  hill,  went  over  it  and 
took  their  course  nearly  east.  They  had 
ceased  to  run  and  were  walking.  There  was 
another  large  thicket  east  of  us,  which  was 
about  half  a  mile  through  and  we  thought, 
possibly,  they  might  stop  in  that  before  they 
went  through  into  the  woods.  It  was  agreed 
that  I  should  go  around,  that  time,  to  the 
lower  end  of  the  thicket,  and  stand.  He  was 
to  try  and  driv^e  them  through  if  they  were 
there.  I  went  south  to  what  we  called  the 
south  branch  of  the  Reed  creek.  It  was 
frozen  over  and  there  were  three  or  four 
inches  of  snow  on  the  ice;  I  went  on  it  with- 
out making  any  noise.  I  ran  down  a  little 
over  half  a  mile  very  quickly;  when  I  was 
below  the  thicket  I  turned  north,  went 
through  the  brush  that  grew  on  the  bank  ot 
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the  creek,  up  to  a  little  ridge  where  it  was 
open  and  stopped  by  the  side  of  a  tree,  which 
was  about  twenty  or  thirty  rods  from  where 
I  turned  north. 

I  didn't  stand  there  but  a  very  short  time 
before  I  heard  and  saw  some  partridges  fly 
away,  and  I  knew  they  had  been  disturbed 
by  something  in  the  thicket.  Then  I  saw 
the  two  deer  coming  just  as  straight  toward 
me  as  they  could  run,  one  right  after  the 
other.  When  they  got  within  about  eight  or 
ten  rods  of  me  I  had  my  rifle  ready.  They 
saw  me  and,  as  they  went  to  jump  sidewise, 
mv  rifle  spoke  to  another  one  and  the  voice 
of  it  forbade  him  going  any  farther.  That 
was  the  second  word  my  rifle  had  spoken 
that  morning. 

The  deer  turned  and  ran  in  a  semi-circle 
half  round  me  in  plain  sight,  then  off,  out 
of  sight,  over  the  ridge  where  Doctor  Snow's 
farmhouse  now  stands,  in  the  town  of 
Taylor.  In  a  few  moments  out  came  my 
comrade;  I  asked  him,  what  the  report  of 
my  rifle  said,  as  it  burst  through  the  thicket 
by  him  and  echoed  over  the  Indian  hill.  He 
said  he  thought  it  spoke  of  luck.  We  fol- 
lowed the  old  buck  a  little  ways  over  the 
ridge  and  came  to  where  he  had  made  his 
last  jump.  He  was  a  beautiful  fellow,  equally 
as  fine  as  the  first  one. 
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Then  we  thought  we  had  done  well  enough 
for  one  dav,  we  had  each  of  us  one.  So  we 
cut  a  wooden  hook,  put  it  into  his  under- 
jaw,  both  took  hold  and  drew  him  up  where 
the  other  one  hung.  We  put  them  together 
and  started  slowly  for  home.  We  were  fol- 
lowing along  an  old  trail  and  had  drawn 
both  deer  about  half  a  mile  together,  when 
we  came  to  where  five  or  six  deer  had  just 
crossed.  They  were  going  south-east  and  we 
w^re  going  north-east.  While  we  were  look- 
ing at  the  tracks  two  men  came  in  sight.  One 
was  Mr.  Arvin  Sheldon,  the  other  Mr. 
Holden.  We  knew  them  very  well  and  knew 
that  they  were  good  hunters.  They  looked 
at  our  deer  and  said  that  we  must  hang 
them  up,  said  they  would  help  us.  So  we 
bent  down  two  saplings  and  hung  the  deer 
up,  side  by  side,  then  we  started  with  them. 
It  was  early  in  the  day,  perhaps  about  ten 
o'clock.  We  followed  the  deer  beyond  what  is 
now  Taylor  Center,  and  into  the  west  woods 
two  miles  from  there.  Near  Taylor  Center, 
Holden  left  us.  He  thought  there  were  too 
many  of  us  together,  and  went  off  to  try  his 
luck  alone  and  followed  another  flock.  We 
found  that  these  deer  were  very  shy  and  it 
seemed  impossible  for  us  to  get  a  shot  at  them. 

After  we  got  into  the  west  woods  we  were 
bound  to  stick  to  the  same  ones.   It  was  late 
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in  the  afternoon  and  as  we  were  getting  so 
far  from  home,  we  thought  we  had  better  use 
a  little  stratagem.  We  would  go  very 
slowly;  it  was  agreed  that  I  should  follow 
the  tracks  and  that  the  other  two  should  be 
governed  by  my  movements.  One  was  to 
go  to  my  right,  and  keep  as  far  off  as  he 
could  and  see  me,  through  the  woods;  he 
was  to  keep  a  little  ahead  of  me.  The  other 
was  to  manage  in  the  same  way  at  my  left. 
When  we  started  we  were  something  in  the 
shape  of  a  letter  V,  only  spread  more.  If  I 
went  fast  they  were  to  go  fast  and  if  I  went 
slowly  they  were  to  do  the  same.  They  were 
to  watch  me  and  look  out  ahead  for  the 
deer.  We  traveled  some  little  distance  in 
this  way  when  I  saw  a  deer  standing  about 
thirty-five  rods  off.  It  was  a  long  shot,  but 
I  drew  up  my  rifle  and  fired.  Mr.  Sheldon 
had  two  dogs  with  him  and  when  I  shot  they 
broke  from  him  and  ran  after  the  deer  we 
had  been  following.  They  went  yelling  after 
them,  out  of  hearing.  It  was  always  my 
practice,  after  I  shot,  to  stand  in  my  tracks 
and  load  my  rifle,  keeping  my  eye  on  the 
place  where  the  deer  were.  When  I  shot,  my 
comrades  started  for  me  and  soon  we  three 
friends  were  together.  Sheldon  remarked, 
that  he  guessed  I  hadn't  hit  that  one.  I 
asked   him    why.     He   said   the   dogs    had 
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already  gone  out  of  hearing  and  that  if  I 
had  killed  one,  they  would  have  stopped.  I 
left  the  tracks  and  walked  along  in  the  direc- 
tion of  where  the  deer  had  stood,  watching 
upon  the  snow  and  brush  to  see  if  I  could 
see  any  signs  where  the  bullet  had  struck  a 
bush  or  twig,  until  I  came  to  the  place  where 
the  deer  had  stood.  It  proved  to  be,  not  one 
of  those  we  had  been  following,  but  an  old 
buck  that  had  just  got  up  out  of  the  bed 
where  he  had  been  lying  and  was  standing 
over  it  when  I  fired.  I  looked  and  saw  some 
short  hair  lying  on  the  snow,  and  told  Mr. 
Sheldon  that  that  looked  as  if  I  had  made  a 
square  shot  and  that  the  dogs  had  gone  after 
the  well  ones  we  had  been  following,  that 
this  one  was  an  old  buck  which  we  hadn't 
disturbed  before.  I  thought  perhaps  he  had 
got  up  to  see  the  flock  that  we  were  follow- 
ing go  by.  We  didn't  follow  him  more  than 
ten  rods  before  we  found  where  he  lay  last. 
He  was  a  very  large  buck,  a  full  mate  for 
either  of  those  we  already  had. 

A  little  ways  back  we  had  crossed  a  coon's 
track  and  we  knew  that  he  had  been  along 
in  the  latter  part  of  the  night,  as  it  snowed 
in  the  earlier  part  of  the  night.  We  thought 
he  hadn't  gone  far,  so  we  agreed  that  Shel- 
don should  follow  his  tracks  and  find  his 
tree  (at  that  time  coon  skins  were  valuable), 
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while  we  went  back  about  a  mile,  to  a  lone 
settler's,  by  the  name  of  Plaster,  (who  lived 
on  the  openings)  and  borrowed  an  ax.  When 
we  came  back  to  the  woods  we  were  to 
halloo  and  he  was  to  answer  us.  We  had  to 
do  what  we  did  very  quickly  as  it  was  get- 
ting near  night.  When  we  had  borrowed 
the  ax  and  were  nearly  back  to  the  woods 
again,  we  heard  the  report  of  Sheldon's  rifle, 
as  it  rang  out  of  the  timber  clear  and  sharp 
and  died  away  in  the  oak  openings.  When 
we  got  into  the  woods  we  hallooed  for  him, 
he  answered  and  we  went  to  him;  he  had 
found  the  tree.  We  asked  him  what  he  had 
shot  at,  he  said  at  a  deer,  but  missed  him. 
We  cut  down  the  tree  and  were  rewarded 
by  getting  four  coons.  Afterward  I  sold 
the  coon  skins  in  Detroit  for  a  dollar  apiece. 
That  Mr.  x'\rvin  Sheldon  is  now  an  old  resi- 
dent of  the  town  of  Taylor  and  lives  about 
two  miles  south-west  of  me. 

After  we  got  the  tree  cut  down  and  the 
coons  secure,  it  was  between  sundown  and 
dark.  W^e  were  six  or  seven  miles  from  home 
and  then  had  to  take  the  ax  home.  Late 
that  evening,  when  I  got  back  under  the  old 
paternal  roof,  there  was  one  there  who  was 
very  tired  but  the  excitement  of  the  day 
helped  him  a  little.  By  hunting  (and  it  was 
hard  work  for  me  as  I  made  a  business  of  it) 
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I  accumulated  a  considerable  sum  of  money. 
Father  had  earned  and  saved  some  money, 
so  that  with  what  I  had,  he  made  out 
enough  to  pay  off  the  mortgage  to  Mrs. 
Phlihaven  and  had  it  cancelled.  Then  his 
farm  was  clear.  If  I  had  not  felt  anxious 
about  it  myself,  the  joy  expressed  by  the 
other  members  of  the  family,  when  they 
knew  that  the  mortgage  was  paid,  would 
have  been  a  sufficient  reward  for  all  the 
labors  I  had  performed,  for  all  the  weary 
walks,  the  running  and  racing  done,  while 
upon  the  chase,  both  day  and  night. 

It  is  a  little  singular  that  an  animal  as 
mild  and  harmless  as  the  deer  ordinarily  is, 
should  when  cornered  or  wounded  have 
such  courage  that  he  will  fight  man  or  dog 
in  his  own  defense,  jumping  upon  them, 
striking  with  his  feet.  As  their  hoofs  are 
sharp  they  cut  to  the  quick,  at  the  same 
time  they  are  hooking  with  their  horns.  I 
will  relate  one  or  two  incidents,  one  of  which 
came  under  my  own  observation: 

I  was  out  hunting  with  R.  Crandell.  We 
were  near  the  Reed  creek  when  he  shot  a 
buck.  The  deer  fell.  Crandell  thought  he 
was  sure  of  him;  handed  his  rifle  to  me.  I 
told  him  to  stand  still  and  load  his  gun,  but 
he  ran  like  an  Indian;  he  took  long  steps. 
When  he  got  up  near,   the  old  buck  had 
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gotten  a  little  over  the  shock  the  bullet 
gave  him  and  he  got  up,  turned  upon 
Crandell,  raised  the  hair  upon  his  back  so 
that  it  stood  forward.  Then  the  scene 
changed;  Crandell  ran,  and  the  deer  ran 
after  him.  He  came  very  near  catching 
Crandell  and  must  have  done  so  if  he  had 
not  dodged  behind  a  tree,  and  around  it  he 
went  and  the  deer  after  him.  Crandell  said 
he  called  upon  his  legs  to  be  true  to  his  body 
then  if  ever;  and  I  thought,  judging  from 
the  way  those  members  of  his  organism  were 
carrying  him  around  that  tree,  that  they 
were  exerting  every  nerve  to  save  him.  He 
hallooed  every  minute  for  me  to  shoot  the 
deer.  But  the  race  was  so  amusing,  I  did 
not  care  to  hurry  having  never  seen  such  an 
exhibition  of  Crandell's  speed  before.  (With- 
out doubt  he  did  his  level  best.)  Soon,  how- 
ever, I  thought  it  necessary  and  I  shot  the 
deer.  Crandell  said  I  had  laughed  enough 
to  kill  myself.  He  appeared  to  be  displeased 
with  me;  said  I  was  too  slow,  and  might  have 
released  him  quicker. 

Some  two  or  three  years  after  this,  Cran- 
dell had  another  hunt  with  a  Mr.  Holden,  of 
Dearbornville,  the  incidents  of  which  are 
given  in  his  own  words:  "Being  anxious 
for  a  hunt,  Holden  and  myself  started  out 
for  a  deer  hunt  on  our  southern  hunting 
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ground.  After  traveling  about  three-fourths 
of  a  mile  from  Dearbornville,  Holden,  being 
a  little  way  from  me,  started  a  buck,  he 
running  directly  south;  I  told  Holden  where 
to  go  on  a  certain  road,  newly  cut  out,  and 
stand  and  I  would  drive  the  deer  to  him 
from  the  east.  As  expected,  I  soon  started 
him  and  Holden's  dog  followed  the  deer 
straight  to  him.  In  about  three  minutes 
whang  went  Holden's  gun;  I  ran  with  all 
my  might.  The  dog  had  stopped  barking 
and  I  knew  the  deer  was  ours.  But,  when  I 
got  to  the  road,  I  heard  Holden  hallooing 
loudly  for  help.  The  deer  had  jumped  across 
the  road  into  the  old  tree  tops  and  the  dog 
caught  him.  Holden  saw  that  the  deer  was 
getting  the  better  of  the  dog,  laid  down  his 
gun,  took  out  his  knife  and  went  for  the 
deer.  When  he  got  up  to  the  deer  the  deer 
paid  all  his  attention  to  him  instead  of  the 
dog.  The  deer  had  gotten  Holden  down  be- 
tween two  logs  and  stood  on  him,  stamping 
and  hooking  him  desperately.  Holden  said: 
'For  God  sake  kill  him  or  he  will  kill  me.' 

"I  was  so  much  excited  I  was  afraid  to 
shoot  for  fear  of  killing  Holden  or  the  dog, 
but  I  shot  and  the  deer  fell  lengthwise  on 
Holden.  I  rolled  him  off  and  Holden  got  up, 
all  covered  with  blood  from  head  to  foot, 
with  his  clothes  torn  into  shreds.   He  looked 
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at  himself  and  said  despondingly,  'What  a 
spectacle  I  am!'  I  peeled  some  bark,  tied 
his  rags  round  him,  patched  him  up  the  best 
possible  and  we  started  for  home  through 
the  woods,  got  as  near  his  home  as  we  could 
and  not  be  seen,  then  I  left  him,  went  to  his 
house  and  got  him  some  clothes,  took  them 
back  to  him  and  helped  him  put  them  on. 
When  clothed  he  went  home  a  bruised  and 
lacerated  man." 
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BEAR  HUNT  OF   1842 

ONE  day  in  winter  my  brother-in-law, 
Reuben  Crandell,  and  myself  started 
to  go  hunting  deer,  as  we  supposed. 
We  went  south  across  the  windfall,  started 
a  flock  of  deer  and  were  following  them.  We 
had  a  good  tracking  snow  and  thought  it 
was  a  good  day  for  hunting.  We  followed 
the  deer  south  across  Reed  Creek  and  saw  a 
little  ahead  of  us  quite  a  path.  It  appeared 
as  though  a  herd  of  ponies  had  passed  along 
there.  (Then  there  were  plenty  of  French 
ponies  running  in  the  woods.)  When  we 
came  up  to  the  trail  or  path,  that  we  saw 
they  had  made,  in  the  snow  we  discovered  it 
w^as  four  bears  which  had  made  the  path. 
They  had  passed  along  a  little  time  before 
for  their  tracks  were  fresh  and  new.  There 
seemed  to  be  a  grand  chance  for  us  and  we 
started  after  them.  We  either  walked  very 
fast  or  ran,  sometimes  as  fast  as  we  could 
stand  it  to  run. 

In  this  way  we  had  followed  them  several 
miles  and  expected  to  see  them  every  minute. 
We  were  going  a  little  slower  when  I  looked 
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one  side  of  us  and  there  was  an  Indian,  on  a 
trot,  going  in  the  same  direction  that  we 
were.  I  told  Crandell  that  he  had  seen  our 
tracks  and  knew  that  we  were  after  the 
bears  and  that  he  was  trying  to  cut  us  off 
and  get  the  bears  away  from  us.  Just  then 
I  saw  the  bears  and  drew  up  my  rifle  and 
shot  at  one,  as  he  was  standing  on  an  old 
log.  The  Indian  then  turned  and  ran  up  to 
the  bear  tracks  to  see,  probably,  if  I  had 
killed  one.  I  told  Crandell  to  go  on  with 
him  and  not  let  him  get  the  start  of  us  and 
I  would  load  my  rifle,  as  quickly  as  possible, 
and  follow. 

Being  in  a  hurry,  I  did  not  place  my  bullet 
right  on  the  patch,  in  the  muzzle  of  the  rifle 
and  it  bothered  me  in  getting  down.  When 
it  was  loaded,  I  broke  for  them.  I  could 
just  see  Crandell  putting  in  the  best  he  could 
and  trying  to  make  two-forty  time;  but  he 
was  alone;  the  Indian  had  left  him.  Then 
there  might  have  been  seen  some  long  steps 
and  tall  running  done  by  me,  in  those  woods, 
(if  any  one  had  been  there  to  witness  it)  for 
about  eighty  rods.  When  I  came  up  with 
Crandell  I  asked  him  where  the  Indian  was; 
he  said,  "Yonder  he  goes  almost  out  of 
sight."  I  asked  him  what  he  let  him  get 
ahead  for;  he  said  that  he  could  not  keep  up 
with  him,  and  that  he  had  told  him,  two  or 
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three  times,  to  stop  and  wait  for  me,  but  he 
would  not  pay  the  least  attention  to  what 
he  said.  I  told  him  to  keep  on  the  tracks  as 
fast  as  he  could,  and  I  would  try  to  stop  the 
Indian. 

I  saw  that  the  four  bears'  tracks  were  all 
together  yet,  and  Crandell  said  I  didn't  hit 
one  when  I  shot.  I  thought  it  was  singular 
and  that  perhaps  my  bullet  had  struck  a 
bush  or  twig,  glanced  off  and  saved  Mr. 
Bruin's  hide.  Now  it  looked  as  though  the 
Indian  was  going  to  get  our  bears  away  from 
us,  sure  enough,  and  now  for  a  chase  that  is 
more  excitable  than  is  often  seen  in  the 
woods. 

The  Indian  was  on  a  good  lope  after  the 
bears  and  I  on  a  good  run  after  him.  I  had 
the  advantage  of  the  Indian,  the  bears 
would  run  crooked.  Sometimes  they  would 
run  on  a  large  log  and  follow  it  its  whole 
length  right  in  another  direction  from  the 
way  they  had  been  going.  The  Indian  had 
to  follow  their  tracks;  I  followed  him  by 
sight  and  cut  off  the  crooks  as  much  as  I 
could.  In  this  way  I  ran  at  least  half  a  mile 
after  leaving  Crandell  and  was  cutting  off* 
and  gaining  on  the  Indian  fast,  and  had  got 
near  enough  to  have  hallooed  at  him  and 
told  him  to  stop.  But  I  thought  that  would 
do  no  good,  that  it  was  necessary  for  me  to 
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overtake  him,  and  I  was  bound  to  stop  him. 
I  had  got  up  to  within  fifteen  rods  and  as 
good  luck  would  have  it,  the  bears  turned 
from  an  easterly  course  around  to  the  north- 
west. The  Indian  turned  also  and  I  struck 
across  the  elbow  and  came  to  the  tracks 
ahead  of  him.  I  stood  facing  him  when  he 
came  up  and  informed  him  that  the  bears 
were  ours.  I  told  him  that  he  should  not 
follow  them  another  step,  and  to  wait,  right 
where  he  was,  until  the  other  man  came  up. 
I  am  sure  the  Indian  thought  the  white  man 
had  outrun  him  and  maybe  he  did  not  think 
how  it  was  done.  He  stood  there  perfectly 
still,  and  I  guard  over  him.  I  thought  he 
looked  ugly  and  mad;  he  would  hardly  sav 
a  word.  In  two  or  three  minutes  Crandell 
came  up,  puffing  and  blowing  like  a  por- 
poise. The  sweat  was  running  off  him  in 
profusion,  and  while  wiping  it  from  his  brow 
with  his  hands,  he  said  to  the  Indian:  "  You 
would  not  stop  when  I  told  you  to,  if  I  had 
got  a  good  sight  of  you  I  would  have  shot 
you."  Of  course  Crandell  only  said  this  be- 
cause he  wanted  to  scare  the  Indian  as  he 
had  no  thought  of  shooting,  or  hurting  him 
in  the  least. 

We  started  slowly  off  on  the  bear  tracks 
and  left  the  Indian  standing  and  looking  at 
us.    I  told  Crandell  I  thought  the  Indian 
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was  scared  and  very  mad  at  us  for  his 
threatening  to  shoot  him,  and  my  stopping 
him;  that  if  he  got  us  both  in  range,  it 
might  be  possible  he  would  shoot  us.  I  told 
him  to  walk  at  least  a  rod  one  side  of  me  so 
as  not  to  get  both  in  range  of  his  rifle  and  I 
thought  he  would  not  dare  to  disturb  us. 
As  we  walked  away  I  would  once  in  a  while 
turn  an  eye  over  my  shoulder  and  look  back 
to  see  the  Indian.  He  stood  there  like  a 
statue  until  we  were  out  of  sight  and  I  never 
saw  that  Indian  again. 

As  soon  as  we  were  fairly  out  of  sight  of 
him  we  walked  fast  and  finally  tried  run- 
ning, some  of  the  time  as  long  as  we  could 
stand  it.  One  of  the  bears  was  large,  another 
about  the  common  size  and  two  were  small; 
the  small  ones  followed  behind.  They  were 
a  fine  sight  passing  through  the  woods,  but 
they  led  us  a  wild  chase.  Late  in  the  after- 
noon they  crossed  the  Reed  Creek  going 
north,  partly  in  the  direction  of  father's 
home.  Crandell  said,  "Now  I  know  where 
we  are.  I  can  follow  up  the  creek  until  I  get 
to  the  Reed  house  and  then  take  the  path 
home.  I  am  so  tired  I  cannot  follow  the 
bears  another  step."  So  he  sat  down  to 
rest.  I  told  him  to  come  on,  it  was  necessary 
for  us  to  have  two  or  three  of  those  bears 
and  I  thought  if  we  could  kill  one  of  the 
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large  ones  the  small  ones  would  be  likely  to 
hang  around  until  we  could  shoot  them. 
But  I  could  not  get  him  to  go  another  step. 
He  said  he  was  going  home  and  I  told  him  I 
was  going  to  follow  the  bears.  I  went  after 
them  as  fast  as  it  was  possible,  and  after 
awhile  came  in  plain  sight  of  them.  The 
large  one  was  standing  with  his  fore  feet 
upon  a  log,  broadside  to  me  and  looking 
back  at  me.  I  thought  Crandell  would  see 
how  much  he  missed  it  leaving  me.  I  drew 
up  my  rifle  and  fired,  "ping  went  the  rifle 
ball"  and  it  made  the  woods  ring,  but  away 
went  the  bears.  I  expected  to  see  the  bear 
drop,  or  at  least  roll  and  tumble.  I  loaded 
my  rifle  and  went  up  to  where  Mr.  Bruin 
had  stood.  I  looked  to  see  if  I  had  not  cut 
off  some  of  his  hair,  but  could  see  no  signs  of 
having  touched  him  with  the  bullet.  I  fol- 
lowed along  a  little  ways  and  made  up  my 
mind  I  had  not  hit  him.  I  thought  it 
strange;  it  was  a  fair  broadside  shot,  not 
more  than  twenty  or  twenty-five  rods  ofl^, 
and  what  the  reason  was  I  had  missed  him 
I  could  not  tell.  I  followed  them  on,  very 
much  discouraged  and  miserably  tired,  after 
a  little  they  were  making  almost  straight 
for  father's  clearing.  I  followed  them  into 
the  windfall  within  half  a  mile  of  home.  It 
was  then  about  sundown  and  as  their  tracks 
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turned  orf  I  thought  I  would  leave  following 
them  until  next  morning,  and  would  then 
start  after  them  again. 

As  I  came  in  sight  of  our  clearing  I 
thought,  as  usual,  I  would  fire  off  my  rifle 
at  a  mark  which  was  on  the  side  of  a  tree, 
about  ten  rods  orf;  I  drew  it  up  and  shot. 
My  parents  knew  by  the  report  and  sharp 
song  of  my  rifle  that  I  was  coming;  it  was 
my  parting  salute  to  the  forest.  As  the 
sound  of  it  penetrated  the  lonely  gloom  and 
died  awav  in  the  darkness  of  the  woods  I 
looked  at  the  mark  on  the  tree,  to  see  where 
my  bullet  had  struck.  I  had  shot  nearly  a 
foot  right  over  it.  Then  I  looked  at  the 
sight  of  my  rifle  and  found  that  the  back 
sight  had  been  raised  clear  up.  Strange  to 
say,  I  had  not  noticed  it  before.  No  doubt 
it  was  done  by  one  of  my  little  sisters  or 
John  S.  They  must  have  taken  it  down  and 
been  fooling  with  it,  on  the  sly.  Then  I  knew 
the  reason  of  my  bad  luck.  I  think  a  more 
tired  and  discouraged  hunter  than  I  was, 
never  crawled  out  of  the  woods.  With  my, 
hitherto,  trusty  companion  I  had  met  with 
a  signal  defeat.  I  had  carried  it  hundreds  of 
miles  on  my  shoulder  and  was  not  afraid, 
with  it,  to  face  anything  in  the  woods,  day 
or  night;  but  this  time  it  failed  me  and  the 
bears  escaped. 
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The  report  of  my  rifle,  that  evening, 
seemed  changed  as  if  the  very  sound  told  of 
my  bad  luck.  I  made  up  my  mind,  as  I  went 
into  the  house,  that  the  next  morning  we 
would  raise  as  many  men  and  as  many  dogs 
as  there  were  bears  and  try  them  again.  Of 
course  I  was  too  tired  to  notify  any  one  that 
night  myself,  so  John  S.  went  down  to  Mr. 
Purdy's.  I  knew  he  had  a  large  dog,  which 
he  called  Watch,  that  was  not  afraid  to 
tackle  anything  that  ran  in  the  woods,  on 
four  legs.  I  told  J.  S.  to  tell  Mr.  Purdy  that 
I  had  been  following  a  pack  of  bears,  and 
that  I  wanted  him  to  come  early  the  next 
morning,  and  be  sure  and  bring  his  dog  to 
go  with  me  after  them.  We  had  a  good  dog, 
and  I  sent  Crandell  word  to  be  ready  with 
his  dog.  James  Wilson  volunteered  to  go 
with  us  and  take  his  dog;  they  were  to  be 
on  hand  at  daylight  in  the  morning.  Aher 
we  got  together  ready  to  start  after  the 
bears  I  told  them  that  I  thought  the  dogs 
would  at  least  tree  the  small  bears.  We  all 
started  for  the  bear  tracks.  We  took  my 
back  tracks;  v/hen  we  got  to  the  tree  I 
showed  them  the  shot  I  had  made  the  night 
before,  and  told  them  the  reason  I  was  not 
able  to  take  one,  or  more,  of  those  bears  by 
the  heels  the  day  before,  and  then  I  might 
have  examined  them  at  my  leisure. 
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We  followed  my  tracks  until  we  found 
where  I  left  the  bear  tracks,  then  we  fol- 
lowed them.  I  supposed  they  were  so  tired 
they  would  lie  down  and  rest,  probably  in 
the  windfall.  But  they  were  too  badly 
scared  for  that.  They  seemed  to  have 
traveled  all  night.  We  followed  them  across 
the  north  part  of  the  town  of  Taylor, 
through  the  oak  openings,  into  what  we 
called  the  west  woods  and  into  the  town  of 
Romulus.  They  had  given  us  a  wide  range 
before  we  came  up  to  them,  but  here  in  a 
swamp  or  swale,  between  two  sand  ridges, 
we  found  them.  They  saw  us  first  and  ran. 
As  soon  as  we  saw  we  had  started  them  we 
let  the  dogs  go.    They  started  with  a  rush. 

"And  then  the  dogs  the  game  espy; 

An  ill  bred  and  uncivil  pack; 
And  such  a  wild  discordant  cry! 

Another  fury  on  his  track!" — Bishop. 

We  could  hear  them  yelp,  yelp,  yelp,  while 
they  were  on  the  tracks  and  heard  them 
when  they  came  up  to  the  bears.  Then  there 
was  a  wonderful  confusion  of  voices.  We 
could  hear  our  dogs  and  they  seemed  to  be 
struggling  hard  for  their  lives.  "Bow-wow, 
bow,  bow-wow,  yelp,  yelp,  yelp,  tii,  tii,  tii." 

When  the  dogs  got  to  the  bears  we  were 
about  half  a  mile  from  them.    We  hurried 
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through  the  brush  and  over  the  logs,  as  fast 
as  possible,  to  help  our  canine  friends  for 
we  supposed  that  they  were  in  a  life  and 
death  struggle.  It  is  now  my  opinion  that 
there  never  was  such  a  noise  and  conflict  in 
those  woods  before,  nor  since,  at  least  heard 
by  white  men.  When  we  were  about  half 
way  to  where  the  battle  raged  most  furi- 
ously, it  was  all  at  once  still;  we  could  not 
hear  a  sound  from  them  any  more.  We 
went  a  little  farther  and  met  old  Watch, 
and  some  of  the  other  dogs  crawling  back. 
Watch,  by  his  wounds,  gave  a  good  report 
of  his  courage  himself.  He  was  bleeding; 
had  been  wounded  and  torn  badly.  He  was 
hurt  the  worst  of  any  of  the  dogs.  Before 
we  reached  the  battle  ground  we  met  the 
last  one;  he  was  not  hurt  at  all,  he  had  kept 
a  proper  distance.  But  they  were  all  badly 
whipped  or  scared.  They  had  got  enough  of 
the  bears. 

"Sir  Bruin  to  his  forest  flew, 

With  heart  as  light  as  paws  were  fleet; 

Nor  further  dare  the  curs  pursue, 

It  was  a  'masterly  retreat.'" — Bishop. 

When  we  got  to  the  battle  ground  we 
could  see  where  they  had  fought,  clenched 
and  rolled  over  and  over.  The  blood  of  the 
dogs  was  sprinkled  all  around  on  the  snow. 
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We  saw  that  it  was  the  large  bears  which 
did  the  fighting.  They  would  not  leave  the 
small  ones  but  fought  for  them.  We  saw  in 
one  place,  where  the  fight  was  the  most 
severe,  one  bear  had  attempted  to  climb  a 
tree.  He  went  up  a  piece  on  one  side  of  it 
and  down  the  other,  then  jumped  off,  before 
we  got  in  sight,  and  ran.  We  could  see  by 
the  marks  of  the  claws,  on  the  bark  of  the 
tree,  and  the  tracks,  where  he  jumped  off, 
that  he  had  climbed  part  way  up. 

I  have  seen  hundreds  of  times  in  the  woods 
where  bears  had  reached  up  as  high  as  they 
could  around  little  trees  and  scratched  them. 
It  showed  the  plainest  on  beech  trees  as 
their  bark  is  smooth.  It  is  easy  to  see  the 
size  of  the  bear's  paws  and  his  length  from 
the  ground  by  these  marks  on  the  trees. 

That  day  we  saw  where  the  bears  had 
done  some  marking  of  dogs  as  well  as  trees. 
We  found  that  the  dogs  had  separated  the 
bears,  some  having  gone  one  w^ay  and  some 
another.  The  grit  had  been  taken  out  of  us 
as  well  as  out  of  the  dogs,  and  the  bear  hunt 
had  lost  its  charms  for  us.  We  were  a  long 
ways  from  home  and  we  thought  it  best  to 
get  our  wounded  dogs  back  there  again,  if 
we  could.  We  gave  up  the  chase  and  let 
those  bears  go.  I  felt  the  effects  of  the  pre- 
vious day's  chase  and  tired  out  more  easily; 
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I  wished  I  had  let  the  Indian  have  the  bears 
to  do  what  he  was  a  mind  to  with,  and  that 
I  had  never  seen  them. 

I  presume  there  are  now  many  persons  in 
Wayne  County,  who  little  think  that  thirty- 
three  years  ago,  1842,  there  could  have  been 
four  wild  bears  followed,  in  different  towns 
in  that  county,  for  two  days;  yet  such  was 
the  case.  This  was  about  the  last  of  my 
hunting.  My  attention  was  called  to  other 
business,  of  more  importance  which  I 
thought  it  was  necessary  for  me  to  attend 
to,  so  I  hung  up  my  rifle  and  have  not  used 
it  to  hunt  with,  in  the  woods,  six  full  days 
since.  That  Indian,  who  wanted  the  bears, 
was  the  last  Indian  I  ever  saw  in  the  woods 
hunting  for  a  living.  I  don't  think  there  is  a 
wild  deer  in  the  town  of  Dearborn  at  this 
day  and  but  very  few,  if  any,  in  Wayne 
County.  I  heard  that  there  was  one  bear 
killed  by  a  man,  near  the  mouth  of  the 
Ecorse,  last  fall,  1874.  He  was  a  stranger 
and,  no  doubt,  far  from  his  native  home. 
He  was  the  first  one  I  have  heard  of  being 
seen  in  this  country  for  years. 
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grandfather's  powder-horx — 
war  with  pirates 

TIME  sped  on.  The  earth  had  trav- 
eled its  circuit  many  times  since 
father  sold  his  little  place  in  Putnam 
County,  State  of  New  York,  and  bade  adieu 
to  all  the  dear  scenes  of  his  childhood  and 
youth  and  came  to  battle,  for  himself  and 
family  in  the  wilds  of  Michigan.  And  he 
did  his  part  bravely.  He  was  a  strong  man; 
mentally  and  physically  strong,  and  pos- 
sessed just  enough  of  the  love  of  a  romantic 
and  strange  life,  to  help  him  battle  success- 
fully with  the  incidents  and  privations  com- 
mon to  such  as  settle  in  a  new  country,  with 
but  little  capital.  He  worked  his  way 
through.  He  had  a  very  retentive  memory 
and  possessed  the  faculty  of  pleasing  his 
visitors,  to  no  common  extent. 

Father  at  the  close  of  the  Tripoli  war, 
1805,  was  about  the  age  that  I  was  when  we 
started  for  Michigan.  He  often  told  me  of 
the  war  with  Tripoli  and  trouble  with  Al- 
giers. He  gloried  in  the  name  of  an  Ameri- 
can   and    often    related    the    prowess    and 
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bravery  of  our  soldiers,  in  defending  their 
flag  and  the  rights  of  American  citizens,  at 
home  and  abroad,  on  the  land  and  on  the 
sea. 

Of  course  when  the  Fourth  of  July  came 
round  I  went  to  celebrate  the  day.  As  can- 
non were  almost  always  fired  at  Dearborn- 
ville,  on  that  day,  I  would  go  out  there  to 
listen  to  the  big  guns  and  their  tremendous 
roar,  as  they  were  fired  every  minute  for  a 
national  salute.  The  sound  of  their  booming 
died  away  beyond  Detroit  River,  in  Canada, 
and  let  the  Canadians,  and  all  others  in  this 
part  of  the  universe,  know  that  we  were 
holding  the  Fourth  of  July  in  Dearbornville. 
When  I  went  home  at  night  I  told  father 
about  it,  and  what  a  good  time  I  had  en- 
joyed, and  that  they  fired  one  big  gun  in 
honor  of  Michigan. 

On  such  days  his  patriotic  feelings  were 
wrought  up  and  he  talked  much  of  wars, 
patriotism  and  so  forth.  On  such  an  occa- 
sion he  told  me  that  his  father,  William 
Nowlin,  was  a  captain  of  militia,  in  the  State 
of  New  York,  when  he  was  a  boy.  That  I 
was  named  for  him  and  that,  when  he  was 
done  with  it,  I  should  have  my  grandfather's 
ancient  powder-horn.  It  is  red  and  carved 
out  very  nicely,  covered  with  beautiful 
scrolls  and  old-fashioned  letters.    The  two 
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first  letters  of  my  grandfather's  name,  W.  N., 
are  on  it,  and  toward  the  smaller  end  of  the 
horn — my  father's  given  name,  John.  These 
were  inscribed  on  it  long  since  the  horn  was 
made.  It  was  made  when  Washington  was 
about  twenty-five  years  old,  and,  no  doubt, 
saw  service  in  the  French  and  Indian  war, 
in  the  defence  of  the  English  colonies  of 
America.  Its  history,  some  of  it,  is  shrouded 
in  mystery.  It  has  passed  down  through  the 
revolutionary  war,  and  the  war  of  1812, 
through  four  generations  of  men,  and  was 
given  to  me  by  my  father  as  an  heir-loom,  a 
relic  of  the  past. 

Next  to  my  father's  given  name  is  the  in- 
scription, E.  b.  Then  follows  these  old  lines: 

"I,  powder,  with  my  brother  ball, 
A  hero  like,  do  conquer  all." 

"  'Tis  best  abroad  with  foreign  foes  to  fight, 
And  not  at  home,  to  feel  their  hateful  spite, 
Where  all  our  friends  of  every  sex  and  age, 
Will  be  expos'd  unto  their  cruel  rage." 

Lieut.  Abl  Prindel's.  Made  at  Xo.  4.  June  30th,  1757. 

The  letters  are  old  fashioned,  the  "s"  on 
it  is  made  as  an  "f"  is  made  now.  I  presume 
it  was  a  present  from  Lieut.  Prindel  to  grand- 
father. This  horn  is  sixteen  inches  long, 
measures  nine  and  one-half  inches  around 
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the  butt  and  would  hold  fully  four  pounds 
of  powder. 

Father  said  in  the  war  with  Tripoli,  1803, 
one  of  the  Barbary  States,  Captain  Bain- 
bridge  sailed,  in  the  Philadelphia,  to  Tripoli 
and  chased  one  of  the  pirate  boats  into  the 
harbor.  He  ventured  a  little  too  far  and  ran 
aground.  The  officers  were  made  prisoners 
and  the  crew  slaves,  to  the  Turks,  and 
joined  their  countrymen  who  had  preceded 
them.  But,  father  said,  the  Americans  were 
too  brave  a  people  to  be  subjected  to  slavery. 
Other  Americans  rescued  them  and  it  was 
proved  that  the  United  States  would  pro- 
tect their  flag  throughout  all  the  world.  He 
often  told  me  of  Commodore  Decatur  and 
William  Eaton.  They  were  among  his  ideal 
American  heroes.  He  said  that  Decatur 
conceived  the  idea  of  retaking  the  "Phila- 
delphia" and  destroying  her.  He  sailed  into 
the  harbor  of  Tripoli  at  night  and  up  to  the 
"Philadelphia,"  made  his  vessel,  the  "In- 
trepid," fast  to  her  side  and  sprang  on 
board.  There  he  had  often  walked  before 
under  very  different  circumstances,  in  the 
light  of  other  days,  when  thousands  of  miles 
away  and  among  his  friends.  Now  how 
changed  the  scene!  The  "Philadelphia" 
was  in  an  enemy's  hands,  and  her  guns 
loaded,  to  turn  on  her  former  owners  at  a 
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moment's  notice.  Decatur  was  followed  by 
seventy  or  eighty  men,  as  brave  Americans 
as  ever  walked  on  deck.  The  surprise  was 
complete,  and  the  astonished  Turks  now 
saw  the  decks  swarming  with  Americans, 
armed  and  with  drawn  swords  in  their 
hands.  Some  of  the  Tripolitans  lost  their 
heads,  some  of  them  cried  for  quarter,  oth- 
ers tried  to  climb  in  the  shrouds  and  rigging 
of  the  ship  and  some  jumped  overboard. 

In  ten  minutes'  time,  Decatur  and  his 
crew  were  masters  of  the  frigate.  Now  what 
grieved  him  most  was  that  the  noble  ship, 
which  they  had  rescued  from  the  barbarous 
Arabs,  had  to  be  burned,  it  being  impossible 
to  remove  her  from  the  sandbar  where  she 
lay.  So  they  brought,  on  board  the  "Phila- 
delphia," combustible  material,  w^hich  they 
had  with  them  on  the  "Intrepid,"  and  set 
her  on  fire.  In  a  short  time  the  flames  were 
leaping  and  dancing  along  the  sides  of  the 
doomed  ship.  The  devouring  fire,  greedilv 
burning,  cracking  and  hissing,  destroyed 
the  timbers,  leaped  up  the  spars,  caught 
hold  of  the  rigging  and  lighted  up  the  whole 
place.  It  could  have  been,  and  was,  seen  for 
miles.  The  spectacle  was  awfully  grand  as 
well  as  sublime.  Tripoli  was  lighted  up  and 
hundreds  of  people  could  be  seen  in  the 
streets,  by  the  light  of  the  burning  ship. 
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The  land  forts  and  corsairs  were  all  in 
plain  sight  of  the  American  fleet.  The  light 
enabled  the  enemy  to  see  the  bold  ''In- 
trepid," with  her  valiant  crew,  leaving  the 
burning  ship  and  sailing  away  toward  the 
American  blockading  fleet.  The  forts  and 
some  of  the  galleys  opened  fire  upon  them; 
it  was  one  continuous  roar  of  cannon  belch- 
ing forth  fire  and  missiles  of  death.  The 
balls  and  shot  went  singing  over  their  heads 
and  around,  some  striking  the  water  and 
raising  a  cloud  of  spray  which  flew  in  all 
directions.  But  the  victorious  crew  paid  no 
attention  and  quietly  sailed  away  to  join 
their  country's  defenders.  They  were  soon 
beyond  the  reach  of  the  foe  and  out  of 
danger.  Then  they  had  time  to  consider 
what  they  had  accomplished.  They  had 
entered  the  enemy's  stronghold,  re-captured 
and  burned  the  "Philadelphia"  and  put  her 
Arab  crew  to  the  sword,  or  driven  them  into 
the  sea.  All  this  they  did  without  the  loss 
of  a  single  man.  Father  said  that  the  in- 
habitants of  Tripoli  were  Turks  who  ex- 
acted taxes  and  received  tribute  from  all 
Christian  nations;  that  they  had  taken  some 
of  the  American  seamen  and  held  them 
as  slaves.  The  Bashaw  declared  war  with 
America,  (a  country  about  which  he  knew 
but  very  little.)   He  put  his  American  slaves 
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in  chain-gangs,  in  this  way  they  were  obliged 
to  labor  for  that  government.  There  was  no 
chance  for  them  to  escape  and  they  must 
remain  in  slavery  unless  rescued  by  their 
countrymen.  Father  said  that  the  Turks  of 
Tripoli  were  a  band  of  pirates,  in  disguise, 
robbers  upon  the  high  seas. 

The  war  occurred  during  the  administra- 
tion of  President  Jefferson.  Congress  sent 
Commodore  Preble  with  a  squadron  of  seven 
sail,  and  a  thousand  men,  armed  with  heavy 
cannon.  They  appeared  before  Tripoli;  the 
reigning  Bashaw  refused  to  treat  for  peace  or 
give  up  his  slaves,  without  he  received  a 
large  ransom.  Then  it  was  that  the  thunder 
of  the  American  cannon  broke  upon  Tripoli 
and  the  bombardment  of  that  city  com- 
menced, 1804.  They  were  answered  by 
hundreds  of  the  enemy's  guns.  The  earth 
trembled,  the  sea  shook,  the  wild  waves 
danced  and  the  white  caps  broke  as  the  can- 
non balls  glanced  on,  plowed  their  way  and 
plunged  into  the  water.  The  strong  build- 
ings of  Tripoli  trembled  to  their  foundations 
and  hundreds  of  Arabs,  who  were  out  upon 
their  roofs  when  the  battle  commenced,  to 
witness  it,  in  five  minutes'  time  were  ske- 
daddling for  their  lives.  The  Bashaw's  cas- 
tle and  the  entire  city  felt  severely  the  heavy 
blows  of  the  American  cannon.  The  enemy's 
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fleet  took  refuge  under  the  forts  and  away 
from  the  ships  of  North  America.  The 
** Constitution"  sunk  one  of  their  boats, 
run  two  aground  and  the  rest  got  under 
shelter  the  best  they  could. 

One  of  the  last  wonders  of  the  wrath  of 
the  Americans  was  poured  out  upon  Tripoli 
in  the  shape  of  a  fire  ship.  It  contained  one 
hundred  barrels  of  powder  stored  away  be- 
low deck,  in  a  room  prepared  expressly  for 
its  reception.  On  the  deck,  over  the  powder, 
was  placed  hundreds  of  shells  and  pieces  of 
iron,  which  the  powder,  when  it  exploded, 
would  hurl  as  messengers  of  destruction 
among  the  enemy.  The  ''Intrepid"  was  the 
ship  selected  for  the  daring  deed.  She  was 
Decatur's  favorite;  with  her  he  captured  the 
"Philadelphia."  There  were  twelve  Ameri- 
can braves  who  volunteered  to  take  the 
fire-ship  into  the  enemy's  squadron  and, 
near  the  fort,  to  fire  it  with  a  slow  match. 
Then  they  were  to  try  and  escape  back  to 
their  countrymen,  in  a  small  boat.  When  it 
was  night  they  hoisted  their  sails  and  the  ship 
quietly  started  through  the  darkness,  but  be- 
fore they  had  gone  as  far  as  they  wished  to 
get,  among  the  enemy's  boats,  they  were  dis- 
covered from  the  fort  and  an  alarm  raised. 

The  great  Decatur,  with  his  comrades, 
stood  gazing  at  the  craft  as  it  receded  from 

231 


Cf)e  Jgark  Cobereb  ^oMt 

them  and  the  sails  disappeared  in  the  dis- 
tance and  darkness  of  the  night.  What  must 
have  been  their  feelings,  as  the  noble  ship 
disappeared?  They  were,  no  doubt  thinking 
of  their  comrades,  so  brave,  who  might  be 
going  into  the  jaws  of  death.  Could  it  be 
possible  that  they  would  never  return,  that 
they  would  never  meet  any  more?  Thev 
looked  and  listened,  but  they  were  gone,  no 
sound  of  them  could  be  heard.  Awful  sus- 
pense— all  at  once  the  fort  opened  fire  on 
the  brave  crew.  The  light  of  their  batteries 
brightened  up  the  shore  and  the  thunder  of 
their  cannon  shook  sea  and  earth.  But 
where  were  the  twelve  Americans?  Brav^e 
fellows,  where  were  they?  They  had,  no 
doubt,  failed  to  get  as  far  as  they  wished  to, 
before  they  were  discovered,  and  risked 
their  lives  a  little  too  long.  Thev  applied 
the  fire  to  the  trail  of  powder  and  the  ship 
was  blown  up.  Tripoli  had  never  been 
shaken  before,  nor  had  she  ever  witnessed 
such  a  sight.  The  flames  shot  up  toward 
the  sky;  the  whole  city  was  illuminated  and 
the  report  and  awful  force  caused  bv  the 
blowing  up  of  the  ship,  made  the  enemy's 
vessels  in  the  harbor  heave  to  and  fro,  and 
rock  as  though  in  a  storm.  Men's  hearts 
failed  them;  they  did  not  know  but  that 
they  were  going  to  sink.   The  city  itself  was 
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shaken  to  its  foundation,  from  center  to  cir- 
cumference. Men  stood  trembling  and  gazed 
with  horror  and  astonishment.  Not  another 
cannon  was  fired,  and  the  noise  they  made 
was  no  more  when  compared  with  the  noise 
of  the  explosion,  than  the  sound  of  a  pop- 
gun compared  to  the  sound  of  a  cannon.  In 
fact  it  was  no  comparison  at  all.  Thousands 
stood  ghastly  and  pale  not  knowing  what  the 
next  moment  might  reveal.  The  proud 
Bashaw  had  been  badly  "shook  up"  and 
disturbed  in  his  dreams  of  conquering  the 
Americans.  He  had  heard  of  the  advance  of 
William  Eaton  and  he  made  up  his  mind 
that  it  was  dangerous,  for  him,  to  carry  on  a 
war  with  beings  who  fought  more  like  devils 
than  men,  so  he  concluded  that  he  would  go 
in  for  peace.  The  twelve  brave  men,  who 
went  with  the  fireship,  were  never  heard  of 
again.  They  returned  to  their  comrades,  to 
tell  the  thrilling  story  of  their  last  adven- 
ture, never,  no  never.  They  had  sold  their 
lives,  for  their  country,  dearly.  They  were 
never  to  see  their  homes  in  North  America, 
or  their  loved  ones  again;  they  had  met  their 
fate  bravely  and  sacrificed  their  own  lives 
for  their  country's  glory. 

Father  also  related  the  adventures  and 
hardships  that  were  encountered  and  over- 
come   by    William    Eaton,    who    formed    a 
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union  with  Hamet,  the  elder  brother  and 
rightful  heir  to  reign  at  Tripoli.  Hamet  had 
been  driven  from  his  country  and  family, 
wife  and  children,  and  was  in  hopes,  by  the 
aid  of  Eaton  and  the  American  war,  of  being 
reinstated  at  Tripoli.  He  joined  with  Gen- 
eral Eaton,  who  had  received  his  commis- 
sion from  the  American  government,  and 
assumed  the  title  of  General.  In  conjunc- 
tion with  Hamet,  he  raised  an  army  of 
twelve  hundred  men,  adventurers  of  all 
nations,  who  volunteered  to  fight  under  the 
American  flag.  They  started  from  Alexan- 
dria, in  Egypt,  and  marched  a  thousand 
miles  across  the  desert  of  Barca.  They 
bore  in  their  advance  the  American  flag, 
something  that  had  never  been  seen  in  that 
country  before,  x^fter  a  tedious  march 
they  arrived  at  Derne,  a  city  on  the  Med- 
iterranean, belonging  to  Tripoli.  General 
Eaton  summoned  the  city  to  surrender. 
The  Governor  sent  him  this  reply,  "My 
head  or  yours."  Then  the  American  gen- 
eral drew  up  his  men  and  rapidly  advanced 
to  attack  the  fort,  which  defended  the 
city.  He  met  with  a  strong  resistance,  the 
enemy  numbering  about  three  thousand.  A 
terrible  fire  of  musketry  enveloped  the  com- 
batants in  fire  and  smoke.  The  voice  of 
General   Eaton,  though   he   was   wounded, 

234 


was  heard,  amid  the  din  of  battle,  encour- 
aging his  men. 

After  a  severe  contest  of  about  two  hours 
they  charged  and  carried,  by  storm,  the  prin- 
cipal fort.  They  tore  down  the  Tripolitan 
flag  and  ran  up  the  stripes  and  stars  in  its 
place.  This  was  the  first  time  it  had  ever 
been  raised  over  a  fort  on  the  Mediter- 
ranean Sea,  or  in  fact  the  old  world.  Gen- 
eral Eaton  was  fortifying,  making  the  place 
stronger,  receiving  some  volunteers,  through 
the  influence  of  Hamet,  and  preparing  to 
march  upon  Tripoli  to  help  the  American 
fleet.  But  he  was  in  need  of  supplies  and 
every  day  was  expecting  to  receive  them. 

As  the  city  and  harbor  were  under  his 
control,  he  had  everything  in  readiness  for 
his  march,  excepting  the  supplies,  when  the 
American  Frigate,  the  "Constitution,"  ap- 
peared and  announced  that  peace  was 
declared,  1805.  The  conditions  were  that 
Hamet  should  leave  the  country  and  his 
wife  and  children  should  be  sent  to  him. 
The  American  prisoners  were  to  be  ex- 
changed and  the  American  seamen  not  to 
be  compelled  to  pay  tribute  any  more. 

The  Americans  who  had  been  enslaved 
by  the  government  of  Tripoli  were  to  be 
paid  for  the  labor  they  had  performed.  It 
is  evident   that   the  reigning   Bashaw  was 
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alarmed  for  his  own  safety  and  was  glad  to 
compromise. 

Father  said  it  always  grieved  him  to 
think,  that  the  Americans  who  had  been 
held  as  slaves  at  Tripoli  never  returned  to 
their  native  home.  They  were  paid  for  their 
service  during  the  time  they  had  been  en- 
slaved, went  on  board  a  ship,  sailed  for 
North  America  and  were  never  heard  of 
again.  They  slept  the  sleep  of  death  with 
the  twelve  most  brave  beneath  the  dark 
cold  waves,  never  more  to  see  their  families 
or  friends. 

Father  often  repeated  such  stories  in  our 
wilderness  home  in  regard  to  this  war,  the 
revolutionary  w^ar  and  the  war  of  1812.  I 
and  the  other  children  always  listened  to 
these  tales  with  much  attention  and  interest. 
It  was  the  way  I  received  most  of  my  knowl- 
edge, in  regard  to  such  things,  in  those 
days.  As  we  lived  in  the  woods  of  Michigan 
my  means  of  acquiring  book-knowledge 
were  very  limited.  Now,  I  believe,  if  I  were 
to  read  the  sum  and  substance  of  the  same 
thing  every  month  in  the  year,  for  years; 
the  way  he  related  those  old  stones  would 
still  be  the  accepted  way  to  my  mind. 
Although  they  might  be  clothed  in  language 
more  precise  and  far  more  eloquent  it  would 
not  appear  so  to  me. 
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LIGHT  BEGINS  TO  DAWN 

FATHER'S  farm  improved  with  as- 
tonishing rapidity  and  became  quite  a 
pleasant  place.  Some  of  the  stumps 
rotted  out,  some  we  tore  out  and  some  were 
burned  up.  In  these  ways  many  had  dis- 
appeared and  it  began  to  look  like  old  land. 
It  was  rich  and  productive  and,  in  truth,  it 
looked  as  level  as  a  house  floor.  Some  sea- 
sons it  was  rather  wet,  not  being  ditched 
sufficiently  to  take  the  water  oflF.  Yet  father 
raised  large  crops  of  corn,  potatoes,  oats  and 
wheat.  Wheat  grew  very  large  but  some- 
times run  too  much  to  straw;  some  seasons, 
rust  would  strike  it  and  then  the  grain  would 
shrink,  but  as  that  land  gets  older,  and  the 
more  the  clay  is  worked  up  with  the  soil, 
the  better  wheat  it  raises.  In  my  opinion 
it  will  be  as  good  wheat  land  as  the  oak 
openings  or  prairies  of  the  West  for  all  time 
to  come. 

Father  built  him  a  good  frame  barn  and 
was  getting  along  well.  He  bought  him  a 
nice  pair  of  black  horses  which  proved  to 
be  very  good  and  serviceable.    It  began  to 
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seem  like  home  to  mother.  She  too  pos- 
sessed very  good  conversational  powers. 
Her  conversation  was  always  accompanied 
with  a  style  of  frankness  and  goodness,  pe- 
culiar to  herself,  which  gained  many  friends, 
who  became  warmly  attached  to  her,  en- 
joyed her  hospitality,  witnessed  her  good 
cheer,  as  they  gathered  around  her  board 
and  enjoyed  luxuries,  which  in  some  of  the 
years  past  we  had  not  been  able  to  procure. 
The  learned  and  illiterate,  the  rich  and  the 
poor,  shared  alike  her  hospitality.  No  one 
ever  asked  for  bread,  at  her  door,  who  was 
refused,  if  she  had  it,  even  to  the  poor 
Indian.  We  had  many  comers  and  goers, 
and  I  think  there  were  but  few  in  the  town 
of  Dearborn  who  had  more  friends  than 
father  and  mother. 

Several  years  after  we  planted  the  first 
thirteen  apple  trees,  father  set  out  a  little 
orchard  of  lifty  trees,  west  of  them.  Some 
of  these  proved  to  be  very  good  fruit  and 
supplied  us  with  better  apples,  of  our  own 
raising,  (and  in  fact  some  earlier  apples) 
than  we  had  been  used  to  getting  from  along 
the  Rouge.  Then  it  could  be  said  of  us  that 
we  sat  under  our  own  vine  and  apple  tree 
and  ate  the  fruit  of  our  hands,  without  any 
one  to  molest  us  or  make  us  afraid.  And,  it 
could  be  said  of  father,  that  he  made  the 
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place,  where  the  wilderness  stood,  to  blos- 
som as  the  rose.  Everything  seemed  to 
work  together  for  our  good  and  all  nature 
seemed  more  cheerful. 

The  evening  breeze  that  kissed  the  rose 
and  made  the  morning  glory  (that  grew  by 
our  window)  unfold  its  robe,  so  that  it  would 
be  ready  in  the  morning  to  display  its 
beauty,  and  caused  the  sunflower,  aided  by 
the  evening  dew,  to  change  its  face  so  that 
it  would  be  ready  to  look  toward  the  sun, 
bore  away  on  its  wings,  over  the  fields,  the 
fragrance  of  the  rose  and  the  joyful  songs  of 
civilization.  In  the  stillness  of  the  beautiful 
evenings  the  air,  under  the  starry  canopy  of 
heaven  was  made  vocal  with  the  songs  and 
tunes  of  other  days,  which  had  been  learned 
and  sung  oftimes  before  in  a  native  land 
nearly  eight  hundred  miles  away. 

Now  the  pioneer  felt  himself  safe.  He 
could  retire  to  his  bed,  in  his  log  house,  and 
quietly  rest  in  sleep,  without  dreaming  any 
more  of  the  red  man's  approach,  or  having 
by  his  own  strong  arm,  to  defend  his  family. 
Now  he  need  have  no  fear  of  Mr.  Bruin 
entering  his  pig  pen  and  carrying  off  his  pig, 
as  he  did  ours  one  night  some  years  before. 
He  tore  the  hog  so  badly  that  it  died,  al- 
though it  was  rescued  by  father  and  his 
dog.   The  bear  escaped  to  the  woods.    Now 
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how  changed  the  scene  with  us.  We  could 
retire  and  sleep  soundly;  feeling  as  secure 
as  if  we  had  gone  to  bed  way  down  in  the 
State  of  New  York.  We  could  leave  the 
leather  string  of  the  door  latch  hanging  out 
for  any  one  to  enter,  as  nearly  all  the  early 
settlers  were  friends.  The  ax  was  now  left 
stuck  in  the  wood  block  on  the  wood  pile. 
The  rifle  hung  in  its  hooks,  not  to  be  dis- 
turbed. In  other  nights,  of  our  first  settle- 
ment, father  did  not  feel  safe;  the  string  of 
the  door  latch  was  taken  in,  the  door  was 
fastened  and  blockaded  on  the  inside,  his 
ax  and  ritie  were  placed  with  care  back  of 
the  curtains,  at  the  head  of  his  bed.  None  of 
us  knew  what  might  happen  before  the  light 
of  another  morning,  for  we  were  in  a  wilder- 
ness land  and  neighbors  were  far  apart. 
How  different  a  few  years  have  made  it! 
Now  nature  seems  to  smile  upon  us  and  the 
evening,  when  it  comes  in  its  beauty,  seems 
to  offer  us  quiet  and  repose,  rest  and  se- 
curity. Now  when  nature  puts  on  her  sable 
habiliments  of  night,  the  blue  canopy  was 
covered  with  stars,  that  glistened  and  shone 
in  their  glory,  as  they  looked  down  upon  us 
and  seemed  to  witness  our  prosperity.  How 
they  illumined  our  beautiful  spring  nights! 
The  beautiful  feathered  songsters,  that  had 
returned  from  the  south,  warbled  their  songs 
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in  our  ears  anew  and  seemed  to  exert  them- 
selves, to  make  their  notes  clear,  and  let  us 
know  they  had  come.  The  little  grey  phebe- 
birds,  the  robins  and  the  blue  birds  were  the 
first  harbingers  of  spring.  As  night  put  on 
its  shade  their  little  notes  were  hushed  in 
the  darkness,  then  the  whip-poor-will  took 
up  the  strain.  He  would  come,  circle  around 
and  over  our  house  and  door  yard  and  then 
light  down.  He  too  came  to  visit  us,  he  had 
found  our  place  again.  In  fact,  he  found  us 
every  spring  after  we  settled  in  Michigan, 
and  cut  out  a  little  hole  in  the  woods.  At 
first  his  song  seemed  to  be  "whip-poor-will, 
whip-poor-will,  whip-poor-will;"  then,  by 
listening,  it  could  be  made  out  to  say, 
"good-will,  good-will."  In  later  years,  by 
the  aid  of  imagination,  his  notes  were  in- 
terpreted, "peace  and  plenty,  peace  and 
plenty."  But,  whatever  we  might  imagine 
him  to  say,  his  song  was  always  the  same. 
He  was  a  welcome  visitor  and  songster,  and 
his  appearance  in  spring  was  always  hailed 
with  joy. 

Sometimes  I  would  rise  early  in  the  morn- 
ing and  go  out  of  the  door  just  at  daylight. 
I  could  hear  the  notes  of  the  little  songsters, 
just  waking,  singing  their  first  songs  of  the 
morning.  I  would  listen  to  see  if  I  could 
hear  the  gobbling  of  the  wild  turkeys.    I 
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hardly  ever  failed  to  hear  them,  sometimes 
in  different  directions.  I  frequently  could 
hear  two  or  three  at  once.  The  old  gobblers 
commonly  selected  the  largest  trees,  in  the 
thickest  woods,  with  limbs  high  up,  for 
their  roosts  and  as  soon  as  it  came  daylight, 
in  the  east,  they  would  be  up  strutting  and 
gobbling. 

They  could  be  heard,  in  a  still  morning, 
for  a  mile  or  two.  The  gobbling  of  the  tur- 
key, the  drumming  of  the  partridge  upon  his 
log,  the  crowing  of  our  and  the  neighbors' 
roosters  and  the  noise  of  woodpeckers 
pounding  the  tops  of  old  trees,  were  the 
principal  sounds  I  could  hear  when  I  set 
out  with  my  rifle  in  hand.  I  made  my  way 
through  the  prickly  ash  brush,  sometimes 
getting  my  clothes  torn  and  my  hands  and 
face  scratched,  when  going  into  the  dark 
woods  in  the  early  morning.  I  went  for  the 
nearest  turkey  that  I  heard,  often  wading 
through  the  water  knee  deep,  the  woods  be- 
ing nearly  always  wet  in  the  spring. 

If  the  turkey  did  not  happen  to  be  too  far 
ofl^  and  I  got  near  it,  before  it  was  light,  and 
got  my  eye  on  it,  before  it  saw  me  and  flew 
away,  I  would  crawl  up,  and  get  behind 
some  tree  that  came  in  range  between  me 
and  it  so  that  it  could  not  see  me.  I  had  to 
be  careful  not  to  step  on  a  stick,  as  the 
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breaking  of  a  stick  or  any  noise  that  I  was 
liable  to  make  would  scare  the  turkey  away. 
If  I  had  the  good  luck  to  get  up  to  that  tree 
without  his  discovering  me,  I  would  sit  or 
stand  by  it  and  look  with  one  eye  at  the  old 
turkey  as  he  gobbled,  strutted,  spread  his 
wings  then  drew  them  on  the  limb  where  he 
stood  and  turned  himself  around  to  listen 
and  see  if  there  was  anything  new  for  him 
to  gobble  at.  If  he  heard  the  distant  wood- 
pecker, pounding  away  with  his  beak,  on  the 
old  hollow  top,  he  would  stretch  up  his 
neck  and  gobble  again  as  cheerfully  as  be- 
fore. Then  I  would  put  my  rifle  up  aside 
the  tree  to  see  if  it  was  light  enough  for  me 
to  see  the  sights  on  it.  If  it  was  not  I  would 
have  to  take  it  down  and  wait  a  few  minutes 
for  it  to  get  lighter. 

I  felt  very  uneasy  and  impatient,  while 
waiting,  and  wanted  to  take  that  turkey,  by 
the  legs,  and  carry  him  home  over  my  shoul- 
der. When  it  was  light  enough  so  I  thought 
it  was  dangerous  to  wait,  as  the  turkey 
might  discover  me  or  fly  off  his  perch  then 
I  would  draw  up  my  rifle,  by  the  side  of  the 
tree,  and  shoot  at  him.  Sometimes  the  old 
turkey  would  retain  all  his  feathers,  fly  away 
and  leave  me,  to  wade  back  to  the  house, 
thinking  to  myself  I  had  had  a  hard  job  for 
nothing.   The  great  trouble  in  shooting  wild 
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turkeys  on  the  roosts,  in  the  spring  of  the 
year  and  in  the  early  morning,  is  in  not  be- 
ing able  to  see  the  sights  on  the  rifle  plain 
enough.  Of  course,  I  was  sometimes  re- 
warded, for  my  early  rising  and  wet  feet,  by 
a  nice  turkey  to  take  home  to  father  and 
mother  for  dinner. 

This  style  of  hunting  for  the  wild  turkeys 
was  known  by  the  settlers  in  an  early  day. 
Another  way  I  had  of  capturing  the  turkeys 
by  shooting  them,  was  by  the  use  of  a  small 
instrument  that  I  almost  always  carried  in 
my  vest  pocket  when  in  the  woods.  It  was 
made  from  the  hollow  bone  of  a  turkev's 
wing.  I  called  it  a  turkey  call.  By  holding 
the  end  of  my  hand  and  sucking  it  right,  it 
would  make  a  noise,  or  squeak,  very  similar 
to  the  turkey's  voice.  Sometimes,  when  I 
heard  one  gobbling  in  the  woods,  I  w^ould  go 
as  near  as  I  could,  and  not  let  him  see  me, 
and  hide  myself  behind  an  old  log,  or  root, 
where  a  tree  had  been  blown  down,  take  the 
hollow  bone  out  of  my  pocket  and  call.  I 
have  seen  them  come  up  on  the  run,  some- 
times one,  at  other  times  more.  While  lying 
in  ambush  once  I  shot  two,  at  the  same  time, 
with  one  rifle  bullet  and  got  them  both. 

I  have  often  shot  at  a  flock,  in  the  woods. 
They  would  scatter  and  fly  in  all  directions. 
I   would  run  ahead,  near  where  I   thought 
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they  lighted,  hide  and  call.  If  a  lone  turkey 
heard  the  shrill  note,  he  would  answer  and 
was  easily  decoyed  up  to  me.  In  this  way  I 
was  very  sure  to  get  him. 

Father  made  one  of  the  luckiest  shots  at 
wild  turkeys  of  which  I  ever  knew.  They 
had  a  notion  of  coming  into  his  buckwheat 
field  and  filling  their  crops  with  buckwheat, 
sometimes  two  or  three  times  a  day.  Father 
discovered  them  in  the  field;  he  went  away 
round  and  approached  them  from  the  woods, 
on  the  back  side  of  the  field,  where  they 
came  in.  The  turkeys  discovered  him 
through  the  brush  and  fence  and  huddled 
up,  with  their  heads  together.  He  said  they 
were  just  getting  ready  to  fly.  He  shot 
amongst  them,  with  a  shot  gun,  and  killed 
four  at  once.  There  are  at  the  present  time, 
1875,  scattering  wild  turkeys  in  the  town  of 
Dearborn,  but  they  have  mostly  disap- 
peared. Tame  turkeys,  in  abundance,  have 
long  since  taken  their  place. 
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MAKING  A  BARGAIN 

WHEN  I  was  twenty-one  we  had  a 
good  young  team,  of  our  own,  and 
father  made  it  a  rule  to  go  to  De- 
troit once  in  two  weeks,  with  butter  and 
eggs.  When  he  had  other  farm  products  he 
went  oftener.  Every  other  Friday  was  his 
market  day,  for  butter  and  eggs.  His  but- 
ter was  contracted  at  Detroit  by  the  season, 
for  one  shilling  a  pound,  and  father  thought 
that  did  very  well.  By  starting  early,  he 
could  go  and  do  his  marketing  and  return  by 
noon.  How  different  from  what  it  was  when 
it  took  us  two  nights  and  a  day,  and  some- 
times more,  to  go  to  Detroit  and  back. 
Father  had  to  sell  his  produce  cheap;  when 
we  had  commenced  raising  and  had  some  to 
sell,  all  appeared  to  have  an  abundance  to 
sell.  Detroit  market  then  seemed  rather 
small  not  having  its  outlets  for  shipping,  and 
everything  we  had  to  sell  was  cheap.  We  also 
bought  cheap;  we  got  good  tea  for  fifty  cents 
a  pound,  sugar  was  from  six  to  ten  cents  per 
pound,  and  clothing  much  cheaper  than  it 
was  when  we  came  to  Michigan. 
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We  could  buy  brown  sheeting  for  from  six 
to  eight  cents  per  yard.  Very  different  from 
what  it  was,  when  everything  we  bought  was 
so  dear,  and  when  we  had  so  little  to  buy 
with.  One  day  father  and  I  went  to  Detroit 
with  a  large  load  of  oats.  We  drove  on  to 
the  market  and  offered  them  for  sale;  eight- 
een cents  a  bushel  was  the  highest  offer  we 
could  get  for  them  and  father  sold  them  for 
that  price.  We  fattened  some  pork,  took  it 
to  Detroit  and  sold  it  for  twenty  shillings  per 
hundred.  In  days  back,  father  had  often 
paid  one  shilling  a  pound  for  pork  and 
brought  it  home  on  his  arm,  in  a  basket 
over  two  miles.  Now  we  were  able  to  sell 
more  than  we  had  to  buy.  The  balance  of 
trade  was  in  our  favor  and,  of  course,  we 
were  making  some  money;  laying  up  some 
for  a  rainy  day,  or  against  the  time  of  need. 

I  told  father,  as  we  had  a  good  team,  it 
would  be  handy  if  I  got  me  a  buggy.  I  could 
take  mother  at  her  pleasure,  and  it  would 
be  very  handy  for  me  to  go  around  with,  so 
I  went  and  bought  one.  It  was  a  double 
buggy  with  two  seats.  After  the  buggy  was 
bought,  when  mother  and  my  sisters  wished 
to  go  to  meeting  or  to  visit  friends,  I  would 
hitch  up  the  team  and  take  them  in,  what  I 
thought,  pretty  good  style.  We  had,  what 
I  called,  a  gay  team  and,  in  fact,  a  good  rig 
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for  the  woods  of  Michigan.  I  took  care  of 
the  team,  and  when  I  went  out  with  them  I 
tried  to  make  those  horses  shine.  I  trimmed 
their  head  stalls  with  red  balls,  as  large  as 
hens'  eggs,  and  from  them  hung  scarlet 
ribbons  six  inches  long.  When  I  came  home 
in  the  evening,  between  sun  down  and  dark, 
through  the  woods,  the  little  blacks  made 
the  evening  breeze  fan  my  passengers  and 
we  left  the  little  musical  songsters  in  the 
shade.  I  now  worked  very  hard  and  helped 
father  all  I  could  in  fixing  up  his  farm.  He 
had  everything  around  him  that  was  neces- 
sary to  make  him  and  mother  comfortable. 
About  this  time  I  formed  a  more  intimate 
acquaintance  with  a  young  lady.  Miss 
Travis,  although  her  name  was  very  fa- 
miliar to  me  and  sounded  very  beautifully 
in  my  ear,  some  how  or  other  I  wished  to 
have  it  changed,  x^fter  I  made  this  acquaint- 
ance I  thought  I  would  go  to  Detroit  and 
spend  the  next  "Fourth"  and  see  what 
they  were  doing  there  and  try  city  life  a 
little.  As  one  of  my  sisters  wanted  to  go  I 
gave  Miss  Travis  an  invitation  to  go  with 
us,  which  invitation  she  accepted.  So  when 
the  morning  of  the  "Fourth"  came,  we 
started  for  town.  We  put  up  at  the  "Eagle 
Tavern"  on  Woodbridge  street  and  spent 
the  day  very  patriotically.    We  had  what 
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we  thought  a  very  splendid  dinner.  We  had 
the  first  cherry  pie  that  some  of  us  had  eaten 
since  we  came  to  Michigan.  We  visited  all 
the  sights  we  could  hear  of,  and  honored 
almost  every  display  with  our  presence. 
When  the  salute  of  the  day  was  fired,  of 
course,  we  were  there;  they  fired  one  big 
gun  for  Michigan.  As  the  cannon  thundered 
forth  its  fire  and  smoke,  it  seemed  to  fairly 
sweep  the  street  with  its  tremendous  force; 
it  was  terrible  and  grand.  It  seemed  to  bid 
defiance  to  all  the  world.  It  was  the  salute 
of  the  cannon  of  American  freemen.  We 
thought  we  would  go  over  to  Canada  to  see 
what  was  going  on  there.  When  we  were 
across,  we  observed  that  the  people  didn't 
seem  to  be  paying  any  attention  to  the 
'*  Fourth."  But  we  felt  very  much  like  hold- 
ing Independence  and  thought  we  would 
take  a  walk,  down  toward  Sandwich.  Of 
course,  I  was  seeing  all  I  could  of  Canada, 
but  Miss  Travis  took  the  greater  part  of 
my  attention.  The  more  I  enjoyed  her  com- 
pany, the  more  I  thought,  in  view  of  future 
life,  that  it  was  necessary  for  me  to  make  a 
private  bargain  with  her. 

After  we  had  walked  as  far  as  we  thought 
it  was  pleasant,  we  turned  back  toward 
Windsor;  when  we  were  nearly  there  we 
met  a  colored  man.   I  pointed  over  the  river 
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toward  Detroit,  and  asked  him,  saying, 
"What  place  is  that  yonder?"  "Why," 
said  he,  "dat  am  die  United  States  ob 
'Merica  ober  dar."  He  answered  me  like  a 
man,  with  frankness,  supposing  that  I  was 
a  stranger  to  Detroit,  and  accompanied  by 
beautiful  young  ladies  of  Canada  he  natu- 
rally supposed  that  I  did  not  know  the  place. 
I  left  Canada  thinking  that  all  of  the  North 
American  Continent  ought  to  belong  to  the 
United  States. 

We  sailed  back  to  Detroit,  the  beautiful 
"City  of  the  Straits."  We  all  felt  as  though 
we  were  at  home,  in  our  own  country  and 
thanked  our  stars,  that  we  did  not  live  in 
Canada;  that  we  lived  in  the  land  of  the 
free,  and  that  our  flag,  the  old  star-spangled 
banner,  waved  over  "the  home  of  the 
brave."  We  went  back  to  the  "Eagle 
Tavern;"  I  told  the  hostler  I  wanted  my 
team.  In  a  very  few  minutes  he  had  it 
ready  and  v/e  were  on  our  way  home,  enjoy- 
ing our  evening  ride.  I  was  very  attentive 
and  vigilant,  in  the  presence  of  my  company. 

When  we  were  home  we  told  our  parents 
all  the  incidents  of  the  day.  We  had  had  a 
good  time  and  had  enjoyed  ourselves  very 
much.  Then  I  attended  to  hard  work  and 
farming,  and  think  it  would  have  been 
difficult   to   find   a   man,   who   would    have 
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performed  more  labor  than  I  did  until  I  was 
past  twenty-two  years  old. 

In  the  mean  time,  I  was  having  an  eye 
out  and  thinking  of  domestic  affairs  and  life. 
I  will  not  tell  what  old  folks  would  call  it, 
but  I  call  it  falling  in  love  with  Miss  Travis.^^ 
I  made  a  private  bargain  with  her  and  got 
the  consent  of  her  father  and  mother,  which 
was  a  hard  job  for  me  although  they  ac- 
quiesced willingly.  It  was  also  approved  by 
my  parents.  We  had  it  ratified  by  a  minister 
and  afterward  I  heard  her  called,  by  others, 
Mrs.  William  Nowlin.  She  had  taken  a  new 
name  upon  herself.  I  left  my  father's  home 
to  build  up  one  for  myself  and  another,  and 
never  more  to  return  to  my  father's  house 
and  call  it  my  home. 

33Adelia  Travis,  who  became  the  wife  of  Wilham 
Xowlin,  was  the  daughter  of  Henry  and  Harriet  (Wes- 
cott)  Travis,  old  neighbors  of  the  NowHns,  and  like 
them,  early  settlers  south  of  Dearborn.  Henry  Travis 
and  his  wife  are  buried  in  Oak  Grove  Cemetery,  which 
lies  in  the  northeastern  part  of  Section  5,  Taylor  Town- 
ship. Henry  Travis  died  in  1866,  aged  77  years;  Harriet 
died  in  1855,  aged  55  years.  Adelia,  the  wife  of  William 
XowHn,  was  born  in  1823,  and  died  Oct.  17,  1882,  aged 
59  years. 
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Cfjapter  26 

HOW    I    COMMENCED    FOR    MYSELF FATHEr's 

OLD    FARM    IN     I 843 

WHEN  I  commenced  for  myself,  fa- 
ther gave  me  a  strip  across  the  two 
lots  on  the  south  end  of  his  farm, 
south  of  the  Ecorse,  containing  forty-two 
acres  and  lying  on  the  town  line  between 
Dearborn  and  Taylor,  thus  fulfilling  (as  far 
as  I  was  concerned)  what  he  had  said  long 
before;  he  wanted  land  for  his  children.  I 
supposed,  at  the  time,  I  should  build  a 
house,  live  there  and  make  it  my  home.  I 
had  a  chance  to  trade  it  off  even,  for  eighty 
acres  of  land  lying  half  a  mile  west  of  it, 
subject  to  a  mortgage  of  one  hundred  and 
fifty  dollars.  I  made  the  trade,  paid  the 
mortgage  and  afterward  built  on  the  place, 
the  house  in  which  I  now  live.^^ 

Father  bought  back  the  forty-two  acres 
which  he  had  given  me,  and  he  easily  paid 

3* This  house  (now  demolished)  stood  at  the  junction 
of  Academy  and  Eton  streets,  near  the  center  of  Section 
22,  Dearborn  Township.  The  site  is  perhaps  three- 
quarters  of  a  mile  west  of  the  original  bark-covered 
house  of  1834. 
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for  it — two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars.  Then 
he  had  the  old  farm  together  again,  with 
money  left,  which  he  had  saved  by  his  fru- 
gality and  industry.  He  made  up  his  mind 
that  he  would  buy  another  place,  which  was 
offered  for  sale,  out  one  mile  toward  Dear- 
bornville,  beyond  the  clay  road.  It  had  a 
good  barn  on  it  and  a  comfortable  farm 
house.  He  moved  there  in  1848  and  lived 
on  one  of  the  most  beautiful  building  places 
in  the  town  of  Dearborn  and  on  the  corner 
where  three  roads  met. 

About  this  time,  my  second  sister  became 
acquainted  with  a  young  man,  by  the  name 
of  Michael  Nowlin,  and  married  him.  She 
was  more  lucky  than  most  young  ladies;  she 
did  not  have  to  change  her  name,  only  from 
Miss  to  Mrs.  Nowlin.  She  went  with  her 
husband  to  live  near  Romeo,  Macomb 
County,  Michigan.  He  was  a  farmer  there. 
Father  did  not  like  to  have  one  of  his 
children  so  far  away.  I  told  him  it 
v/ould  be  well  for  him  to  let  my  brother- 
in-law  and  sister  have  ninety  acres  of 
the  old  farm,  which  would  make  them 
a  good  home.  So  he  offered  it  to  them, 
and  they  came  and  settled  on  it,  and  lived 
where  I  had  lived  so  long  before,  with  my 
father  and  mother,  brother  and  sisters,  in 
the  woods  of  Michigan. 


Father  let  them  have  it  on  easy  terms, 
and  gave  Sarah  what  he  considered  was  her 
portion  as  far  as  he  was  able.  My  brother- 
in-law  easily  met  the  payments,  paid  for  his 
place  and  had  a  good  farm.  He,  being  a 
good  business  man,  soon  had  his  farm  clear 
and  things  comfortable  around  him.  But 
he  was  not  entirely  satisfied  with  the  place, 
though  it  was  the  best  of  land,  and  he  was  a 
man  capable  of  knowing  and  appreciating  it. 
He  thought  he  was  laboring  under  some  dis- 
advantages. In  the  spring  of  the  year  the 
clay  road  was  very  bad  and  he  had  hard 
work  to  get  out  and  in.  School  privileges 
were  also  poor,  not  such  as  he  desired  for 
his  children,  and  he  made  up  his  mind  to 
sell  his  place.  He  sold  it  in  two  parts,  at  a 
good  advantage.  The  last  piece  for  over  a 
hundred  dollars  an  acre.  He  bought  him  a 
nice  house  and  lot  in  the  city  of  Ypsilanti, 
is  nicely  situated  there  and  has  given  his 
children  a  liberal  education.  So  ninety 
acres,  of  what  was  once  my  father's  old  farm, 
were  disposed  of. 

After  I  had  left  home,  a  few  years  passed 
and  my  brother,  John  Smith  Nowlin,  was 
married  and  started  out  in  life  for  himself. 
Father  let  him  have  the  west  seventy  acres 
of  the  old  farm.  He,  being  the  youngest  son, 
father  desired  to  see  him  settled  comfortably 
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in  life  near  him.  He  gave  him  the  place  so 
cheap  and  on  such  easy  terms  that  he  was 
able  to  pay  for  it  in  a  short  time,  right  off 
of  the  place,  with  the  exception  of  what 
father  gave  him  as  his  portion.  Father  said 
he  gave  him  his  part.  He  soon  had  as  nice 
a  little  farm  as  any  one  need  wish  to  own  in 
the  State  of  Michigan,  and  he  had  it  clear 
from  debt.  After  my  brother-in-law  moved 
away  my  brother  became  lonesome,  dis- 
satisfied and  was  not  contented  with  so  good 
a  place.  He  sold  it  in  two  pieces  and  bought 
a  farm  out  within  half  a  mile  of  Dearborn- 
ville,  beyond  father's.  He  moved  on  to  it 
and  lives  there  now  right  in  sight  of  the 
village. 

It  is  not  my  intention  to  delineate,  at  any 
length,  the  circumstances  of  any  of  the 
familv  unless  in  connection,  with  my  father 
and  mother,  or  the  old  place  where  we  first 
settled  in  the  wilderness,  where  I  labored  so 
hard,  in  my  young  life,  and  took  so  much 
interest  in  my  father's  getting  along  during 
his  trying  days  in  the  woods  of  Michigan. 

I  was  along  there,  by  what  was  father's 
old  place,  one  day  this  winter,  1875.  ^ 
looked  at  the  barn  and  saw  that  it  was  get- 
ting old.  I  noticed  the  two  little  orchards, 
some  of  the  trees  had  disappeared  and  others 
looked  as  if  they  were  dying,  with  old  age. 
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I  saw  young  orchards  on  the  place,  which 
were  set  out  by  other  hands,  those  who  knew 
but  little  of  us.  I  thought  things  looked 
strange;  that  there  was  not  one  of  the 
Nowlin  name  who  owned  a  foot  of  the  old 
farm.  I  suppose  to  this  day  no  part  of  it, 
nor  the  whole  of  it,  could  be  bought  for  less 
than  one  hundred  dollars  an  acre,  probably 
not  for  that. 

I  counted  the  dwelling  houses  that  have 
been  built  on  it,  there  are  five  of  them;  three 
very  good  frame  houses,  well  painted  and 
built  in  good  style,  the  other  two  houses  are 
not  so  nice.  I  noticed  there  were  four  good 
frame  barns  on  it.  The  old  place  is  in- 
habited by  an  industrious  race  of  men.  It 
is  divided  up  into  German  farms. 

Men  may  cover  mother  earth  with  deeds 
and  mortgages,  call  her  their  own  and  live 
upon  her  bounty,  little  thinking  of  the  hard- 
ships, toils  and  privations,  that  were  endured 
by  those  who  preceded  them.  How  they 
labored,  toiled  and  sweat,  sometimes  with- 
out enough  to  eat  and  not  knowing  where 
the  next  meal  was  coming  from.  I  know 
this  was  the  case  with  some  of  the  first 
settlers. 

In  view  of  the  hardships  and  sufferings 
of  the  pioneer  and  his  passing  away,  I  ex- 
claim  in   the   language   of  another,   "This 
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earth  is  but  a  great  inn,  evacuated  and 
replenished  by  troops  of  succeeding  pil- 
grims." 

"One  generation  passeth  away  and  an- 
other generation  cometh,  and  man  here 
hath  no  continuing  city." 

Note. — Since  this  was  written,  I  have  learned  that  I 
made  a  slight  mistake  in  regard  to  the  forty-two  acres, 
of  the  old  farm,  which  father  gave  me,  as  it  passed 
through  other  hands  before  my  brother  and  brother-in- 
law  came  in  possession  of  it;  but  it  was  finally  divided 
as  I  have  stated. 
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chapter  27 

THOUGHTS   IX   CONNECTION   WITH    FATHER 
AND  EARLY  PIONEER  LIFE 

I  FOLLOW  father,  in  my  mind,  to  his 
last  farm  which  he  bought  in  1849, 
where  he  lived  out  his  days.  It  was  not 
cleared  up,  as  he  wished  to  have  it,  and  he 
continued  to  labor  as  hard  as  ever  before, 
trying  to  fix  it  up  to  suit  him  and  to  get  it 
in  the  right  shape  for  his  comfort  and  con- 
venience. The  soil  was  as  good  as  the  place 
he  left.  He  raised  large  crops  on  it.  One 
day  I  went  to  father's  and  inquired  for  him. 
Mother  said  he  was  down  in  the  field  cut- 
ting corn.  I  went  to  him;  he  had  a  splendid 
field  of  corn  and  was  cutting  it  up.  The 
sweat  was  running  off  from  him.  I  told  him  it 
was  not  necessary  for  him  to  work  so  hard  and 
asked  him  to  let  me  take  his  corn-cutter,  as 
though  I  was  going  to  cut  corn.  He  handed  it 
to  me,  then  I  said  I  am  going  to  keep  this 
corn-cutter:  I  want  you  to  hear  to  me.  Let 
us  go  to  the  house  and  get  some  one  else,  to 
cut  the  corn;  so  we  went  to  the  house  together. 
But  it  was  impossible  for  me  or  anybody 
else  to  keep  him  from  hard  labor,  although 
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he  had  plenty.  He  had  become  so  Inured  to 
hard  work  that  it  seemed  he  could  not  stop. 
He  finally  got  all  of  his  farm  cleared  that  he 
wanted  cleared.  A  few  of  the  last  years  of 
his  eventful  life,  he  let  some  of  his  land  to 
be  worked  on  shares  and  kept  his  meadow 
land  and  pasture.  He  needed  all  of  that,  for 
he  kept  quite  a  stock  of  cattle,  sheep  and 
horses  and  took  care  of  them  himself,  most 
of  the  time,  up  to  his  last  sickness. 

He  was  a  great  lover  of  good  books;  and 
spent  much  of  his  leisure  time  reading.  He 
did  not  often  refer  to  the  hardships  which 
he  had  endured  in  Michigan;  but  often 
spoke  of  the  privations  and  endurance  of 
others.  Thus,  in  his  latter  days,  not  think- 
ing of  what  he  had  done,  he  seemed  to  feast 
on  the  idea,  that  America  had  produced 
such  and  such  ones,  who  had  been  bene- 
factors and  effectual  workers  for  the  good 
of  our  race. 

Most  of  those  men  who  came  here  in  the 
prime  of  life,  about  the  time  that  father 
came,  are  gone.  The  country  shows  what 
they  have  done,  but  few  consider  it  properly. 
Some  know  what  it  was  then  and  what  it  is 
now  and  know  also,  that  it  has  arrived  at 
the  exalted  position  it  now  occupies  through 
the  iron  will,  clear  brain  and  the  steady 
unflinching  nerve  of  others.    Yet  they  pass 
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on  in  their  giddy  whirl  and  the  constant 
excitement  of  the  nineteenth  century,  when 
wealth  is  piled  at  their  doors,  and  hardly 
think  of  their  silent  benefactors. 

Who  can  think  of  what  they  have  done 
and  not  feel  their  heart  beat  high  with 
gratitude,  admiration  and  love  to  the  Giver 
of  all  good,  in  that  he  ever  raised  up  such 
glorious  people  as  some  of  the  Michigan 
pioneers  were?  So  enduring,  so  self-sacri- 
ficing, so  noble — in  fact,  every  element 
necessary  to  make  beings  almost  perfect 
seemed  concentrated  in  them.  I  do  not  say 
it  would  be  right,  for  me  to  wish  the  pioneer 
to  live  forever  here,  and  labor  and  toil  as 
is  the  common  lot  of  man.  He  might  be 
surrounded  by  friends  and  loved  ones  and 
plenty  of  this  world's  goods,  and  have  time 
to  look  back  upon  his  past  life  and  see  what 
he  had  been  through  and  accomplished.  He 
had  gone  into  the  forest,  built  him  a  house, 
cleared  up  a  farm,  and  lived  where  a  white 
man  had  never  lived  before. 

I  would  say  to  him  as  Daniel  said,  2426 
years  ago,  to  King  Darius,  who  visited,  very 
early  in  the  morning,  the  cavern  where  he 
was  confined.  The  king  asked  him,  in  a 
mournful  voice,  if  his  God,  whom  he  served, 
had  been  able  to  deliver  him.  Daniel  said, 
"O   King,  live  forever!"    It  has  been  the 
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belief  of  good  men,  in  all  ages  of  the  world, 
that  they  were  going  to  have  a  better  and 
happier  existence  in  the  future  after  this  life 
had  passed  away.  Darius  had  spent  a  rest- 
less and  sleepless  night  fasting.  No  instru- 
ments of  music  were  brought  into  his  pres- 
ence, his  mind  was  too  much  troubled  think- 
ing of  the  prophet,  who  lay  in  the  lions'  den. 
Thinking  how  his  faithful  servant  had  been 
divested  of  his  scarlet  robe,  golden  chain  and 
office,  and  might  be  devoured  by  the  lions. 
In  the  early  gray  of  the  morning  the  king 
hurried  to  the  cavern  and  cried  out  in  a 
sorrowful  voice  to  his  friend  and  said, 
"Daniel,  O  Daniel,  servant  of  the  living 
God,  is  thy  God,  whom  thou  servest  con- 
tinually, able  to  deliver  thee  from  the 
lions?"  Daniel  answered  the  king  and  said, 
"O  King,  live  forever.  My  God  hath  sent 
his  angel,  and  hath  shut  the  lions'  mouths." 
Daniel  was  aware  that  the  King  wished 
him  no  evil,  but  had  set  his  heart  on  him  to 
deliver  him  and  that  he  had  labored  hard  to 
save  him.  He  knew  that  the  king  had  been 
caught  in  a  snare  which  was  set  for  him  by 
the  crafty  princes.  That  he  had  been  per- 
suaded by  them  to  sign  a  decree,  which 
according  to  law  could  not  be  changed.  It 
was  gotten  up,  through  jealousy  and  envy, 
for    the    purpose    of   taking    Daniel's    life. 
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When  Daniel  heard  the  doleful  voice  of  the 
king,  calling  him,  he  answered,  and  with  an 
honest  heart  exclaimed,  "O  King,  live 
forever!" 

This  was  not  wishing,  as  some  might  sup- 
pose, that  the  king  might  live  forever,  on 
the  earth,  in  his  natural  or  mortal  state,  or 
forever  reign  over  his  kingdom  in  this  world, 
but  this  acclamation  was  "Live  forever." 
As  it  was  evident  he  could  not  live  long  in 
this  world,  Daniel  wished  him  a  better  exist- 
ence in  a  future  state. 

Man  has  not  been  able  to  find,  in  this 
world,  the  land  of  perpetual  youth  or  spring 
of  life.  Nearly  all  the  veteran  pioneers,  who 
have  fought  with  the  forests  of  Michigan, 
and  labored  for  themselves  and  others,  until 
they  grew  old,  and  wrinkled  and  their  heads 
were  silvered  o'er  with  gray,  have  passed 
from  the  storms  of  life. 

They  failed  to  find  such  a  land  as  Ponce 
de  Leon,  looked  for  in  Florida,  in  the 
year  15 12.  He  was  so  delighted  with  the 
variegated  flowers,  wild  roses,  ever  green 
and  beautiful  foliage,  and  the  fragrance 
of  the  air,  that  he  thought  that  these 
woods  must  contain  the  fountain  of  life 
and  youth  and  that  that  must  be  the  place 
upon  the  earth  where  men  could  live  and 
never  grow  old. 
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When  I  was  quite  young,  a  few  years  after 
our  settlement,  I  think,  in  1838,  Mr.  Elijah 
Lord  came  and  settled  about  a  mile  and  a 
half  north-west  of  father's.  He  came  down 
with  his  oxen  by  father's  place  to  get  small, 
hard-maple  trees,  out  of  the  woods,  that  he 
wanted  to  take  home  and  set  out  on  his 
place.  He  was  then  about  a  middle-aged 
man.  He  set  out  the  trees  on  both  sides  of 
the  road,  running  through  his  place,  for 
about  eighty  rods,  in  front  of  his  house.  I 
asked  him  if  he  expected  to  see  them  grow 
up;  he  said  he  did  not  set  them  out  for  him- 
self, but  for  the  benefit  of  other  people,  for 
the  good  of  the  generations  that  would 
follow  him. 

Some  years  after  that,  I  visited  Mr.  Lord 
in  his  last  sickness.  He  looked  very  much 
older  than  he  did  when  he  planted  the  trees. 
He  looked  careworn  and  sad;  his  locks  were 
gray  and  he  was  very  feeble.  He  was  fight- 
ing his  last  battle  of  life  and  he  soon  went 
to  that  bourne,  whence  no  traveler  returns. 
He  was  a  good  man,  a  deacon  of  the  Presby- 
terian church  at  Dearbornville  at  the  time 
of  his  death. 

The  hard  maple  trees,  which  he  set  out, 
are  grown  up  to  be  large  trees.  When  leaved 
out,  they  have  the  most  beautiful  tops,  with 
the  most  perfect  svmmetry  that  could  be 

263 


Cfje  Jgarfe  Cobereb  J^oujJe 

imagined.  They  make  splendid  shade  for 
the  road.  In  summer  weather,  when  the 
rays  of  the  sun  were  very  hot,  thousands 
have  enjoyed  walking  under  their  protect- 
ing boughs.  The  poor  horses  and  cattle 
that  travel  that  road  alike  enjoy  the  bene- 
fit of  those  trees.  The  farmer  as  he  is  going 
or  coming  from  market  and  stops  his  team, 
to  rest  under  their  shade,  enjoys  their  cool- 
ing and  refreshing  influence.  The  pedes- 
trian, who  sits  down  by  the  fence  to  rest  his 
wearv  limbs,  takes  off  his  hat  and  with  his 
handkerchief,  wipes  the  perspiration  from 
his  brow,  as  he  fans  himself  with  his  hat 
talks  to  his  neighbor  about  the  price  of 
things  and  the  beautiful  shade,  that  is 
around  and  over  them.  Neither  of  them 
know  anything  about  the  benevolent  man, 
who  over  thirty-five  years  before  set  out 
the  maple  trees,  whose  shade  they  enjoy 
and  which  protects  them,  from  the  scorch- 
ing rays  of  the  sun,  and  makes  them  so  com- 
fortable. 

Now,  in  looking  at  the  shortness  of  human 
life,  which  is  compared  to  a  hand's  breadth 
or  to  the  vapor,  which  appears  in  the  morn- 
ing is  seen  but  a  little  while  and  then  van- 
ishes away  to  be  seen  no  more;  and  thinking 
that  the  pioneers  stopped  but  so  short  a 
time  to  enjoy  the  fruits  of  their  toil  and  the 
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labor  of  their  hands,  I  would  exclaim  again 
in  language  similar  to  that  of  the  good  man 
of  old,  "O,  pioneers,  pioneers,  live  forever!" 

O,  why  should  the  spirit  of  mortal  be  proud? 
Like  a  swift  fleeting  meteor,  a  fast-flying  cloud, 
A  flash  of  the  lightning,  a  break  of  the  wave, 
Man  passes  from  life  to  his  rest  in  the  grave. 

The  leaves  of  the  oak  and  the  willow  shall  fade, 

Be  scattered  around  and  together  be  laid; 

And  the  young  and  the  old,  and  the  low  and  the  high, 

Shall  moulder  to  dust  and  together  shall  He. 

So  the  multitude  goes,  like  the  flowers  or  the  weed 
That  withers  away  to  let  others  succeed; 
So  the  multitude  comes,  even  those  we  behold, 
To  report  every  tale  that  has  often  been  told. 

For  we  are  the  same  our  fathers  have  been; 
We  see  the  same  sights  our  fathers  have  seen; 
We  drink  the  same  stream,  and  view  the  same  sun, 
And  run  the  same  course  our  fathers  have  run. 

The  thoughts  we  are  thinking  our  fathers  would  think; 
From  the  death  we  are  shrinking  our  fathers  would  shrink; 
To  the  life  we  are  clinging  they  also  would  cling; 
But  it  speeds  for  us  all  Hke  a  bird  on  the  wing. 

Yea!  hope  and  despondency,  pleasure  and  pain. 
We  mingle  together  in  sunshine  and  rain; 
And  the  smiles  and  the  tears,  the  song  and  the  dirge, 
Still  follow  each  other,  like  surge  upon  surge. 

'Tis  the  wink  of  an  eye,  'tis  the  draught  of  a  breath. 
From  the  blossom  of  health  to  the  paleness  of  death. 
From  the  gilded  saloon  to  the  bier  and  the  shroud, 
O,  why  should  the  spirit  of  mortal  be  proud? 

— Selected. 
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It  appears  to  me  that  it  will  be  interesting 
to  men,  who  in  the  future  shall  live  along 
the  Ecorce  and  enjoy  their  beautiful  homes 
and  farms,  to  know  who  were  the  brave, 
sacrificing,  benevolent  men  who  first  set- 
tled the  country,  and  were  a  few  of  the  many 
who  have  made  the  State  of  Michigan  what 
it  will  be  to  them. 

I  give  together  the  names  of  some  of  those 
early  worthies  whom  I  have  mentioned  be- 
fore in  this  sketch.  They  were  the  first  set- 
tlers of  the  southeast  part  of  the  town  of 
Dearborn.  Their  names  are  arranged  ac- 
cording to  the  time  of  their  settlement  along 
and  near  the  Ecorce  with  the  years  and  sea- 
sons of  their  settlement  in  the  wilderness. 

Joseph  Pardee — Fall  of  1833. 

John  Nowlin — Spring  of  1834. 

Asa  Blare— Fall  of  1834. 

Henry  Travis — Summer  of  1835. 

George  Purdy — Fall  of  1835. 

Elijah  Lord — about  1837  ^^  ^^38. 

Let  these  bright  names  be  imperishable! 
Let  them  be  indelibly  written,  in  letters  of 
gold,  on  leaves  as  white  as  snow  and  live 
in  the  light.  Let  them  be  handed  down 
through  future  ages,  in  the  archives  and 
annals  of  the  country,  until  the  end  of  time. 

Of  the  six,  whom  I  have  mentioned  here, 
only  one  survives.    That  one  is  Mr.  George 
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Purdy.  He  lives  on  the  Ecorce  yet  and  owns 
a  good  farm.  (1875.) 

Recently  a  wise  man  said  to  me:  "We 
can  engrave  the  names  of  our  kindred  and 
the  friends  of  humanity  upon  stately  monu- 
ments of  marble  and  they  will  crumble  to 
dust,  be  obliterated  and  rubbed  out  by  the 
hand  of  time;  but,  if  inscribed  upon  the  flat 
surface  of  a  written  page,  their  names  will 
live." 

Men  of  all  ages  have  delighted  to  honor 
their  heroes  and  to  perpetuate  their  names. 
It  is  right  to  give  honor  to  whom  honor  is 
due.  We  cannot  tell  how  many  of  the  names 
of  the  good  and  great  of  the  earth's  true 
philanthropists  were  engraven  upon  tab- 
lets of  dead  stone,  who  have  long  since  been 
forgotten  and  the  knowledge  of  them  lost 
in  the  past. 

The  blight — mildew — blackness  and  creep- 
ing moss  of  time  have  hidden  their  names 
from  earth.  How  few,  in  comparison  to 
the  many,  have  been  handed  down  to  us 
in  historv. 
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FATHER  S    XEW   HOUSE   AND   ITS    SITUATION 

HIS  CHILDREN  VISIT  HIM 

I  HAVE  said  that  I  tried  to  persuade 
father  to  take  life  more  easily  and  not 
to  labor  so  hard  himself  on  the  new 
place  he  had  bought.  It  was  a  new  place  to 
him;  but  in  an  early  day  it  was  the  oldest 
place  south  of  Dearbornville.  The  first  log 
house  built  south  of  Dearbornville,  in  the 
town  of  Dearborn  was  built  on  it  by  John 
Blare  in  the  year  1832  or  1833.  ^^  ^^'^^  one 
mile  south  of  Dearbornville.  So  there  was  a 
house  standing  there  when  we  were  slowly 
making  our  way  to  Michigan.  When  we 
came,  it  was  the  first  house  south  of  Dear- 
bornville. Mr.  Joseph  Pardee,  who  crossed 
Lake  Erie,  with  his  family,  the  fall  before 
when  father  came  viewing,  built  his  house  a 
mile  south  of  that.  These  two  houses  were 
the  first  ones,  south  of  the  village  of  Dear- 
born, in  the  town  of  Dearborn.  When  we 
came  in  and  built,  our  bark  covered  house 
was  the  next. 

It  was  at  this  house  of  Mr.  J.  Blare  that 
the  Indian,  John  Williams,  threw  his  knife 
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on  the  floor  and  commanded  Asa  Blare  to 
pick  it  up.  There  he  sat  in  his  chair,  flour- 
ished his  knife,  looked  at  its  frightful  edge 
and  told  what  it  had  done.  If  the  Indian 
told  the  truth,  it  had  cleaved  the  locks  and 
taken  off  the  scalps  of  six  of  the  Anglo  Saxon 
race — some  body's  loved  ones.  It  had  been 
six  times  red  with  human  gore,  and  was  going 
to  be  used  again,  to  take  off  one  more  scalp, 
one  of  the  few  who  was  then  in  the  woods. 

This  house  of  Mr.  Blare's  had  long  since 
been  torn  down  and  had  disappeared.  I 
could  now  go  within  five  rods,  and  I  think 
less,  of  where  the  house  stood.  When  Mr. 
Mather  bought  the  place  he  built  him  a 
frame  house  across  the  road,  beyond  where 
Blare's  house  stood.  It  was  built  on  a  hill, 
on  five  acres  of  ground,  that  he  owned  there 
by  itself  as  a  building  spot. 

Mather  sold  these  two  places  to  Barnard 
and  Windsor  and  father  bought  the  places 
of  them,  and  moved  into  the  Mather  house. 
Father  talked,  from  an  early  day,  that  when 
he  got  able  to  build  a  house,  he  would  like 
to  build  it  of  brick  or  stone.  He  said  if  he 
had  stone,  he  could  build  a  house  for  him- 
self. I  have  no  doubt  that  he  would  have 
built  his  house  himself,  if  he  had  had  the 
stone,  as  old  as  he  was,  when  he  got  the 
money  to  do  it  with. 
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He  thought  himself  quite  a  stone  mason, 
at  least  he  thought  he  could  lay  a  stone  wall 
as  strong  as  any  one.  I  stated  that  I  had 
seen  where  he  had  built  stone  walls.  The 
walls  I  had  reference  to  then  were  walls  for 
fence.  I  saw  where  he  had  built  one  large 
out  door  stone  cellar  and  arched  it  over  with 
stone;  I  also  saw  where  he  had  built  a 
smaller  one,  that  opened  into  what  was 
styled  a  cellar  kitchen.  He  also  built  the 
three  walls  of  the  kitchen,  on  the  back  side 
and  two  ends,  of  stone;  the  front  of  the 
house  being  wood. 

The  practice  of  laying  stone,  in  his  early 
life,  made  him  want  to  build  him  a  stone 
house  in  Michigan.  If  he  had  settled  in 
another  part  of  Michigan,  he  might  have 
done  it;  but  he  found  that  stone  were  hard 
to  get  here,  being  too  far  away.  So  he  made 
up  his  mind,  he  would  build  him  a  brick 
house.  He  said  brick  buildings  were  safer, 
in  regard  to  fire,  and  were  more  durable, 
that  they  did  not  require  so  much  repairing, 
were  warmer  in  winter  and  cooler  in  summer 
than  wooden  buildings. 

So  he  went  at  it,  and  built  him  a  good, 
substantial  plain,  brick  farm-house  in  1854. 
Not  so  palatial  as  some  might  admire,  but  a 
good  substantial  house;  a  brick  basement 
under    the    whole   of  it,    with    two   stories 
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above.  He  set  it  right  facing  the  "Hard 
scrabble  road"  and  right  in  front  of  his  door 
yard  was  the  junction  of  three  roads.  He 
lived  on  the  corners  and,  by  looking  south, 
he  could  see  to  the  place  where  he  first  set- 
tled in  Michigan,  from  his  own  door.  He 
built  across  the  front  side  of  his  house  a 
double  stoop  or  piazza  running  the  whole 
length  of  the  front.  There  he  could  sit,  in 
the  cool  of  the  day,  and  rest  himself,  accom- 
panied by  some  of  his  family.  Two  of  my 
sisters  yet  lived  at  home;  the  rest  of  the 
family  had  gone  for  themselves.  While 
sitting  there  he  could  see  people  passing 
and  repassing,  coming  and  going  in  every 
direction.  What  a  contrast  it  was  to  our 
early  life  in  Michigan.  Now  he  could  sit 
on  his  veranda  in  the  twilight,  when  it  was 
pleasant,  and  when  the  shadows  of  evening 
were  spread  over  the  face  of  nature,  he  could 
peer  away  into  the  distance  to  the  south 
and  southwest,  for  a  mile  and  more,  and  see 
lights  in  different  places  glistening  and  shin- 
ing like  stars  through  the  darkness.  They 
were  the  lights  of  lamps  and  candles,  burn- 
ing in  his  distant  neighbors'  dwellings  and 
shining  through  their  windows.  He  could 
go  to  his  north  window  and  see  lights  all 
along,  from  his  house  to  Dearbornville,  for 
he  was  in  plain  sight  of  the  village.   Now  he 
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lived  in  what  might  be  styled,  if  not  an  old 
country,  a  thickly  inhabited  part  of  the 
country. 

A  few  years  before,  when  father  and  I 
were  out  and  could  not  get  home  until  after 
dark,  we  frequently  walked  through  the 
woods  a  mile  or  two  without  seeing  a  light. 
When  we  came  to  our  clearing  we  could  see 
one  light,  and  that  was  mother's  lone  light 
in  the  window  waiting  for  us.  It  was  three 
or  four  years,  after  we  settled  in  Michigan, 
before  the  light  of  any  neighbor's  window 
could  be  seen,  from  our  house.  Father's 
situation  was  very  different  when  he  was 
comfortably  settled  in  his  new  house.  When 
he  had  it  built  he  told  me  that  he  lacked  a 
very  little  of  paying  for  it.  I  asked  him 
how  much  he  needed.  He  said,  "Not  more 
than  a  hundred  dollars."  I  told  him  I  could 
let  him  have  it  as  well  as  not.  So  I  gave  it 
to  him  and  he  sat  down  and  wrote  me  a  note 
of  a  hundred  dollars,  ten  per  cent  interest 
per  annum.  I  told  him  I  didn't  want  any 
note.  He  said  I  must  take  it  if  he  took  the 
money.  So  I  took  the  note,  looked  at  it, 
saw  that  it  was  upon  interest  and  told  him 
that  I  would  not  take  any  interest  of  him. 
But  I  took  the  note  home  and  laid  it  away. 
I  was  pleased  to  think  that  father  had  so 
good  a  house  and  was  so  well  situated.    He 
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built  him  a  very  strong  house  and  located 
it  upon  a  commanding  eminence  overlook- 
ing the  country  in  every  direction.  From  its 
very  solid  appearance,  shortly  after  it  was 
built  it  was  called  ''Nowlin  Castle;"  it  is 
now  known  to  many  by  that  name.^^ 

Father  and  mother  enjoyed  their  new 
home  very  much.  They  usually  invited 
their  children  and  their  companions  home 
all  together  once  in  a  year  or  two.  They 
often  got  into  their  carriage  and  rode  down 
to  see  me  and  I  was  alv/ays  glad  to  see  them. 
I  usually  counseled  and  consulted  with  fa- 
ther when  I  thought  of  transacting  any  busi- 
ness of  importance. 

After  a  year  or  two  father  spoke  to  me 
about  the  hundred  dollars;  I  told  him  I 
didn't  want  it,  that  he  could  keep  it  just  as 
long  as  he  wanted  it,  until  he  could  pay  it 
just  as  well  as  not  and  it  wouldn't  cost  him 
any  interest. 

Time  passed  on  until  about  five  years 
were  counted  after  father  built,  when  he 
came  down  one  day,  on  foot,  to  see  me.  He 
brought  in  his  hand  a  little  leather  bag  of 
silver  money — mostly  half  dollars.    He  said 

35  The  "Casde"  is  still  in  use  as  a  residence,  being 
owned  by  a  granddaughter  of  the  builder,  and  occupied 
by  a  tenant.  The  location  is  attractive  enough,  but  the 
illustration  exaggerates  the  extent  of  the  elevation. 
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he  had  come  down  to  pay  me  that  note,  that 
he  didn't  need  the  money  at  all  and  wanted 
me  to  take  it  out  of  his  way.  I  looked  up 
the  note,  sat  down  by  the  table,  turned  out 
the  money  and  counted  it.  I  saw  there  were 
just  fifty  dollars;  then  I  looked  at  the  note 
and  saw  it  had  been  given  about  five  years 
before. 

I  told  father  that  I  had  said  I  shouldn't 
take  any  interest  of  him,  but  it  had  run  so 
long,  I  didn't  know  but  what  it  would  be 
right,  for  me  to  have  the  interest.  I  couldn't 
quite  afford  to  give  so  much.  The  fifty  dol- 
lars was  just  enough  to  pay  the  interest  and 
I  could  endorse  it  on  the  back  of  the  note.  I 
turned  a  little  in  my  chair,  to  look  at  father, 
as  he  sat  oflF  at  one  side  and  said  but  little 
to  me,  to  see  what  I  could  make  out  in  mind 
reading.  I  found  that  I  failed;  I  could  not 
make  out,  by  what  he  said  nor  by  his  si- 
lence, what  he  thought  of  me.  Then  I  told 
him,  that  I  had  a  little  job  or  two  on  hand, 
which  I  wanted  him  to  help  me  about.  I 
asked  him  if  he  would  help  me.  He  said  he 
would  if  I  didn't  bother  him  too  much.  I 
told  him  I  wanted  him  to  have  his  stoop 
painted  over,  it  would  preserve  and  make 
the  wood  last  longer,  and  make  it  look  bet- 
ter. And  I  wanted  him  to  go  to  Detroit  for 
me,  as  soon  as  he  could  conveniently,  and 
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get  some  oysters,  and  other  good  things,  and 
bring  home  with  him.  Then  I  wanted  him 
to  invite  all  of  his  children  to  come  and  take 
dinner  with  him  and  mother  and  enjoy  the 
day  together.  Besides,  I  wanted  him  to 
take  the  fifty  dollars,  toward  paying  the 
expenses,  and  also  take  that  note  out  of  my 
way,  toward  what  I  was  owing  him. 

In  a  few  days  after  that  I  was  invited  up 
to  the  castle  to  spend  the  day.  We  were  all 
there,  father,  mother,  brother,  sister,  and 
our  companions.  We  had  a  good  dinner. 
The  table  was  spread  with  the  bounties  of 
life.  We  passed  a  very  pleasant  day,  and 
listened  to  father's  stories  of  v/ars,  and 
stories  connected  with  his  early  life.  He 
would  relate  them  as  nobody  else  could. 
He  told  us  stories  that  I  had  often  heard 
him  relate  before.  Still  there  w^as  a  charm  in 
his  manner  of  telling  them  and  they  seemed 
to  be  always  good  and  new;  his  old  stories 
were  certainly  as  attractive,  interesting  and 
pleasing  as  ever  before. 

It  would  make  almost  any  one  laugh  who 
listened  to  them,  though  he  always  looked 
rather  grave  while  repeating  them.  It 
pleased  him  to  think  that  they  all  enjoyed 
them  so  much;  but  what  pleased  him  still  more 
was  that  his  children  were  all  alive  at  home. 
xAs  they  were  most  all  singers,  sometimes,  he 
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would  set  them  singing  for  him,  songs  new 
and  old,  as  he  was  no  singer  himself. 

Mother  was  a  beautiful  singer.  He  often 
got  her  to  sing  for  him,  and  sometimes  asked 
her  to  sing  his  favorite  song,  which  was 
styled  "The  Star  in  The  East."  I  have 
heard  her  sing  it  for  him,  at  different  times, 
ever  since  as  long  ago  as  I  can  remember 
hearing  her  sing.  It  was  a  beautiful  piece, 
connected  with  the  Messiah's  advent,  which 
happened  over  eighteen  hundred  years  be- 
fore.  One  verse  of  it  was  this: 

"Cold  on  his  cradle  the  dew  drops  were  shining, 
Low  lies  his  head,  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall; 

Angels  adore  him  in  slumber  reclining. 
Maker  and  Monarch  and  Savior  of  all." 

It  is  claimed  by  some,  that  the  human 
voice  is  capable  of  producing  more  different 
sounds  and  is  more  musical  and  pleasing  to 
the  ear  than  anything  else  earthly;  that  it 
is  but  little  below  the  seraphic  strains. 
'*The  Star  in  The  East"  referred  back  to 
the  most  glorious  night,  for  the  human  race, 
that  earth  ever  knew.  A  multitude  of  the 
heavenly  hosts  came  down  in  the  east  of 
Judea;  the  darkness  of  night  was  driven 
away  and  the  place  became  more  beautiful 
than  day,  for  glory  shone  around  them. 
They   announced   to   the   wise   men   of  the 
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East,  that  the  Savior  of  mankind  was  upon 
the  earth,  and  that  he  was  at  Bethlehem. 
They  told  them  how  and  where  they  would 
find  him.  The  Heavenly  visitors  showed 
them  a  star  or  meteor  of  exceeding  bril- 
liancy and  told  them  it  would  conduct  them 
to  the  place  where  he  was.  They  started 
with  the  star  in  advance;  it  lighted  their 
path  and  conducted  them  to  the  place. 
There  was  heard  sung,  that  night,  one  of 
the  most  heavenly,  beautiful,  thrilling  and 
enchanting  songs  that  ever  broke  upon  the 
ear  of  mortal  men.  It  was  sung  by  angels, 
this  was  their  song:  ** Glory  to  God  in  the 
highest,  and  on  earth  peace,  good  will 
toward  men."  Then  the  bright  messengers 
plumed  their  pinions,  spread  out  their  snow 
white  wings,  filled  up  their  shining  train 
and  in  a  cloud  of  glory  flew  away  to  Heaven. 

Now  as  I  have  strayed  a  little  in  thinking 
of  the  subject  of  "The  Star  in  The  East"  I 
find  myself  back  again  in  the  presence  of  the 
one  who  sung  father's  favorite  song. 

I  told  mother  she  must  get  ready,  and,  in 
the  fall,  we  would  go  back  to  the  state  of 
New  York.  I  asked  father  to  go  with  us, 
and  tried  to  get  him  to  say  he  would  go. 
But  he  thought  he  would  have  to  stay  at 
home  and  take  care  of  things  while  we  were 
gone.    Mother  concluded  she  would  go  and 
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said  she  would  get  ready  tor  the  journey  and 
we  would  go  and  see  the  old  native  places, 
and  old  friends  and  make  the  visit  we  had 
talked  about  so  long.  The  thought  of  Lake 
Erie  had  always  been  a  dread  to  mother, 
whenever  we  spoke  of  going  back.  But  now 
we  could  go  back  very  easily  and  in  a  very 
short  time  with  the  cars  on  the  "Great 
Western  Railway"  I  told  her  it  would  be  as 
easv,  for  her,  as  though  she  were  sitting  in  a 
parlor.  I  encouraged  her  all  I  could,  for  she 
was  getting  quite  old  and  feeble,  and  it 
looked  like  a  big  undertaking  to  her.  I  said, 
to  encourage  her,  that  she  would  be  able  to 
stand  it  first  rate,  and  the  trip,  no  doubt, 
would  do  her  good.  I  think  the  thought  of 
going  was  pleasing  to  her. 

But  we  met  not  many  more  times  at  my 
father's  house,  under  so  favorable  and  happy 
circumstances,  nor  gathered  around  his 
board  with  everything  in  such  good  cheer, 
and  prospects  so  bright. 
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chapter  29 

MY  WATCH    LOST  AND  VISIT  TO  CANADA 

MOTHER'S  maiden  name  was  Me- 
linda  Light.  Her  mother  died  when 
she  was  quite  young.  She  and  father 
were  married  when  she  was  about  nineteen 
years  old.  She  took  one  of  her  youngest 
brothers  to  live  with  her,  and  she  acted  more 
the  part  of  a  mother  than  a  sister  to  him.  She 
sent  him  to  school  and  gave  him  a  good  educa- 
tion. His  name  was  Allen  Light  and  he  was 
thoroughly  qualified  to  officiate  in  the  capac- 
ity of  a  pedagogue.  He  taught  a  number  of 
terms,  prudently  saved  his  wages  and  bought 
father's  little  farm,  before  we  left  the  state 
of  New  York.  He  married  a  young  wom.an, 
who  had  some  capital  of  her  own,  before  we 
came  away,  and  they  settled  on  father's  old 
place,  and  lived  there  when  we  came  to  Mich- 
igan. For  this  uncle  I  did  some  of  my  first 
working  out,  mostly  picking  up  stone;  he  gave 
me  a  shilling  a  day.  I  worked  for  him  until 
I  had,  what  I  thought  was  quite  a  purse  of 
money  and  I  brought  some  of  it  to  Michigan. 
As  father  lived  in  a  hired  house  I  had  my 
own  time,  during  my  vacations  when  I  was 
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not  going  to  school.  One  man  was  quite 
displeased  with  me,  because  I  refused  to 
work  for  him  for  sixpence  a  day.  Another 
man  for  whom  I  did  work  in  haying,  and 
spread  hay  after  two  or  three  mowers  and 
raked  after,  never  paid  me  anything.  I  sup- 
posed he  would  give  me  eighteen  cents  or 
two  shillings  a  day.  I  worked  for  him  four 
days;  he  was  a  rich  man  at  that  time.  I 
wanted  father  to  ask  him  for  it  for  me,  but 
he  said  if  the  man  wasn't  a  mind  to  pav  it 
let  him  go. 

Thirty  years  afterward,  when  I  was  there, 
I  met  the  same  man;  he  was  riding  a  horse 
down  a  hill  as  we  were  going  up.  I  asked 
my  cousin  who  he  was  and  when  he  told 
me  I  remembered  the  work  I  had  done  for 
him.  I  inquired,  of  my  cousin,  about  his 
circumstances;  he  said  that  he  used  to  be  a 
rich  man,  but  that  he  had  lost  his  propertv 
and  was  poor.  I  am  sure,  I  didn't  feel  much 
like  sympathizing  with  him. 

Uncle  Allen  wrote  to  mother  very  often 
after  she  came  to  Michigan.  He  told  her 
how  much  he  missed  her,  that  she  had  been 
a  mother  to  him.  He  said  the  doors  of  the 
house,  as  he  turned  them  on  their  hinges, 
seemed  to  mourn  her  absence.  It  was  this 
brother  and  his  family  that  we  wanted  to 
see  the  most.   We  heard  from  him  often  and 
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learned  that  he  had  been  successful  in  busi- 
ness. He  bought  two  farms,  joining  the  one 
he  bought  of  father,  and  one  about  a  mile 
off  and  paid  for  them,  they  were  farms  which 
father  and  mother  knew  very  well.  We 
learned,  from  others,  that  he  was  a  wealthy, 
prominent  and  influential  man,  in  that  old 
country.  Fickle  fortune  had  smiled  on  him 
and  he  had  taken  what  she  offered  to  give. 
In  the  fall  we  were  going  to  see  them.  The 
war  of  the  rebellion  had  commenced,  1861, 
when  we  got  ready  to  go  and  see  them. 

Some  three  or  four  years  before  this  I 
hired  three  or  four  colored  men,  who  came 
from  Canada,  to  work  for  me.  The  right 
name  of  one  of  them,  I  think  I  never  knew, 
it  was  necessary  for  him  to  keep  it  to  him- 
self. Campbell  and  Obadiah  were  the  names 
of  the  other  two. 

The  people  of  the  United  States,  both 
North  and  South,  were  very  much  excited, 
at  that  time,  upon  the  subject  of  slavery. 
The  Government  had  passed  a  law,  in  favor 
of  the  South,  thundering  forth  its  penalties 
against  any  one  who  should  aid  or  harbor, 
feed  or  employ  one  who  was  a  fugitive  slave. 
That  law  required  northern  men  to  turn 
out  when  notified,  leave  their  business,  help 
to  hunt  and  chase  the  fugitive  down,  cap- 
ture him  and  help  to  put  on  his  fetters.    So 
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it  was  not  for  me  to  know  the  name  of  the 
one,  who  had  been  recently  a  slave. 

Campbell  had  a  considerable  confidence 
in  me  and  told  me  a  little  of  the  history  of 
the  escaped  slave,  (some  things  I  knew 
already);  that  when  he  ran  away,  from  the 
land  of  bondage,  he  was  guided  in  his  flight 
by  the  north  star.  The  slave  had  heard  of 
Canada  and  knew  if  he  could  reach  that 
country  he  would  own  himself  and  be  a  free 
man.  If  he  ever  had  a  family  his  wife  and 
children  would  be  his,  and  would  not  be 
owned  by  any  one  else.  They  would  belong 
to  himself  and  not  another.  To  gain  his 
freedom  he  traveled  mostly  nights.  When 
he  came  to  a  creek  or  river,  if  he  couldn't 
find  a  bridge  or  boat,  he  either  swam  or 
waded  across.  While  on  his  journey  he  sub- 
sisted on  fruit  or  grain,  anything  he  could 
get  hold  of.  When  he  saw  it  was  coming 
light,  in  the  morning,  he  would  select  him  a 
place  a  little  way  from  the  road,  if  he  hap- 
pened to  be  in  one,  in  a  swamp  or  woods,  or 
any  place  that  offered  him  a  hiding  spot, 
and  there  spend  the  day  sleeping  or  watch- 
ing. When  everything  was  quiet  in  the  eve- 
ning he  would  come  out  of  his  hiding  place, 
set  his  face  toward  the  north  and  hurry  on. 
He  was  trying  to  leave  his  master  as  fast  as 
possible,   and  every  night   he   was  making 
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the  distance  greater  between  them.  Some- 
times, when  he  reached  the  road,  he  would 
stop  and  listen  to  see  if  he  could  hear  the 
sound  of  horses'  hoofs,  or  men  approaching 
him,  or  the  shrill  yelp  of  the  blood  hounds, 
that  might  have  discovered  his  whereabouts 
or  been  on  his  tracks.  If  he  heard  nothing 
to  alarm  him  he  hastened  on.  Sometimes 
he  was  bare-footed  and  bare-headed,  with 
no  one  to  pity  him,  or  know  the  anguish  of 
his  heart,  but  his  Creator. 

When  night  had  spread  her  mantle  over 
him,  and  the  innumerable  stars  appeared, 
sprinkled  over  the  vault  of  heaven,  millions 
of  miles  away,  all  joined  together  to  shower 
down  upon  the  poor  fugitive  slave  their 
rays  of  light.  The  faithful  old  north  star, 
with  its  light  beckoned  him  on  to  freedom 
until  he  got  among  friends  and  was  safely 
taken,  by  the  under-ground  railroad,  into 
Canada. 

So  I  knew  these  colored  men,  while  work- 
ing for  me,  had  some  fear  that  one  of  them, 
at  least,  might  be  arrested  and  taken  back 
into  slavery.  They  didn't  feel  safe  in  work- 
ing so  far  from  Canada.  But  I  am  sure  if 
I  had  heard  of  his  master's  approach,  or  his 
agent's,  I  should  have  conducted  him,  or 
the  three,  six  miles,  through  the  woods,  to 
Detroit  River,   procured   a   boat   and   sent 
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them  across  to  Canada,  regretting  the  exist- 
ence of  the  "  Fugitive  Slave  Law,"  and  obey- 
ing a  higher  law. 

xAs  I  have  said  I  hired  these  three,  from 
Canada,  to  help  me  through  my  haying  and 
harvesting.  I  also  gave  them  some  other 
jobs.  I  relate  this  circumstance  as  it  comes 
in  connection  with  mother's  visit  to  the  East 
and  what  I  said  to  my  uncle  there. 

The  names  of  two  of  these  men  were 
Campbell  and  Obadiah,  as  I  have  already 
stated,  and  these  were  all  the  names  I  ever 
knew  for  them.  Campbell  was  an  oldish 
man,  and  I  found  him  to  be  very  much  of  a 
man,  trusty,  ingenious  and  faithful  in  every- 
thing he  did  for  me.  Obadiah  was  a  young 
man.  He  told  me  his  parents  died  when  he 
was  young,  that  he  had  a  sister  younger  than 
himself  and  a  brother  still  younger.  He  said 
that  he  wanted  to  keep  them  together  and 
provide  them  a  home.  This  young  woman 
kept  house  for  my  three  workmen.  She  fre- 
quently came  down  to  our  house  and  helped 
Mrs.  Nowlin.  She  seemed  to  be  very  nice 
and  smart  and  had  access  to  our  house. 

After  I  had  finished  my  haying  and  har- 
vesting they  moved  back  to  what,  I  think, 
was  styled  the  "Reservation"  in  Canada, 
near  Windsor.  A  short  time  after  they 
were  gone  I  missed  my  watch.    It  was  kept 
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hanging  up  in  my  room.  It  had  unaccountably 
disappeared  and  seemed  to  be  gone.  I  made 
up  my  mind,  after  all  of  my  kindness  to  the 
colored  people,  that  the  girl  had  taken  my 
watch  and  given  it  to  her  brother,  Obadiah, 
or  that  at  least  he  knew  something  about 
it,  and  that  they  had  carried  it  to  Canada. 
I  wanted  my  watch  and  hated  to  lose  it; 
what  made  it  seem  worse  was  its  being 
taken  from  me  under  such  circumstances. 
I  made  up  my  mind  that  I  could  contrive  to 
get  it  again. 

I  went  out  to  Dearborn,  saw  the  Deputy- 
Sheriff  of  Wayne  County,  Daniel  D.  Tomp- 
kins, told  him  the  circumstances  and  what 
my  suspicions  were,  and  my  plan,  and  asked 
him  if  he  would  go  with  me  to  Canada.  He 
said  he  would.  I  told  him  that  I  would 
come  out  with  my  team,  he  and  I  would  go 
to  Canada  and  decoy  Obadiah  across  the 
river,  have  the  papers  ready  and  arrest  him 
in  Detroit.  I  had  made  up  my  mind  that 
he  had  the  watch  or  knew  its  whereabouts. 
I  thought  he  would  be  glad  to  give  it  up  in 
order  to  get  out  of  the  scrape,  and  all  I 
wanted  was,  somehow,  to  get  my  watch. 

Accordingly,  in  the  morning  I  took  my 
team  and  we  started,  went  to  Detroit,  drove 
down  to  the  wharf  and  waited  for  the  large 
ferry    boat    to    come    to    her    wharf.     Mr. 
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Tompkins  was  a  shrewd  man.  He  thought 
that  he  would  cross  on  the  little  ferry  boat, 
that  was  then  in,  and  see  what  he  could 
learn  on  the  other  side,  and  got  aboard  and 
went  over.  While  I  was  waiting  I  spoke  to 
a  mulatto  and  asked  him  if  he  was  ac- 
quainted in  Canada,  and  what  they  called 
the  reservation  back  of  Windsor,  three  or 
four  miles.  I  told  him  I  wanted  to  find  a 
man  by  the  name  of  Campbell.  (I  thought 
I  should  be  able  to  find  Campbell  as  he 
was  the  oldest  man  and  he  would  be  able  to 
tell  me  where  Obadiah  was.)  The  mulatto 
asked  me  what  his  given  name  was.  I  told 
him  I  didn't  know,  I  always  called  him 
Campbell.  He  said  there  were  two  men  by 
the  name  of  Campbell  there;  they  were 
brothers  and  one  of  them  was  a  preacher. 
I  told  him  I  thought  one  of  them  was  the 
man  I  wanted  to  see.  He  stepped  back  by 
the  corner  of  a  saloon  and  commenced  talk- 
ing with  another  colored  man  privately; 
soon  another  one  joined  them,  and  there 
were  three.  I  noticed  them,  as  they  cast 
sly  glances  at  me,  and  I  thought  they  were 
making  some  remarks  about  me,  or  my  rig. 
I  had  a  large  team  hitched  to  a  covered  car- 
riage, double-seated.  I  led  my  horses  on 
to  the  ferry  boat,  and  when  it  started,  two 
of  the   colored   men   stepped   aboard.     We 
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went  across  to  Canada,  I  led  my  horses  on 
to  the  wharf  and  found  my  comrade  there 
waiting  for  me.  I  asked  him  if  he  had 
found  out  where  they  lived;  he  said  not. 
We  got  into  the  carriage  and  started  for  the 
reservation,  being  sure  that  no  one  knew 
anything  about  our  business  but  ourselves, 
however,  I  thought,  from  what  I  had  seen, 
that  things  appeared  rather  suspicious. 

We  drove  up  the  river  road.  There  was 
another  road  running  back  farther  from  the 
river,  into  the  country,  which  also  led  to  the 
reservation.  We  drove  along  a  pretty  good 
jog  for  a  mile  or  two,  and  who  should  we 
meet  but  the  old  man  Campbell!  He  seemed 
very  glad  to  see  me,  and  came  right  up  to 
shake  hands  with  me.  He  wondered  how  I 
came  to  be  in  Canada,  and  inquired  very 
particularly  about  the  health  of  my  family. 
I  asked  him  where  Obadiah  was,  told  him  I 
wanted  to  see  him.  He  pointed  across  the 
road  and  said,  that  he  came  down  with 
him  and  stopped  there  to  get  an  ax  helve. 
Said  he  would  run  in  and  tell  him,  that  I 
had  come,  and  in  a  minute  out  they  came; 
Obadiah  laughing  and  looking  wonderfully 
pleased  to  see  me.  Of  course  I  had  to  appear 
friendly,  although  I  didn't  feel  very  well 
pleased.  I  supposed  that  I  would  have  to 
wear  two  faces  that  day;  but  I  was  spared 
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the  disagreeable  task.  I  told  Campbell  and 
Obadiah,  that  I  had  come  over  to  see  them, 
that  I  had  a  little  job  on  hand  which  I 
wanted  to  have  done  and  that  if  they  would 
go  to  Detroit  with  me  I  would  tell  them 
about  it.  They  said  they  would  go  and  I 
told  them  to  get  into  the  carriage.  They  said 
they  could  walk,  they  were  afraid  of  soiling 
it;  I  told  them  to  tumble  in  and  I  would 
take  them  to  Windsor  in  a  few  minutes. 

While  we  were  talking  up  came  a  colored 
man  on  horseback,  his  horse  upon  the 
jump,  breathing  as  if  he  had  rode  him  fast. 
He  spoke  to  Campbell  and  took  him  one 
side  and  talked  with  him.  Then  Campbell 
stepped  back  to  me  laughing  and  told  me 
what  the  man  said.  He  said:  "Heaps  of 
colored  people"  thought  I  was  a  "  Ken- 
tuckian;"  they  said,  I  looked  like  one  and 
that  my  team  and  carriage  looked  like  a 
Kentucky  rig.  The  man  would  not  believe 
but  that  I  was  one,  and  thought  that  I 
had  come  to  get  a  colored  woman,  who  had 
been  a  slave  in  Kentucky;  and  he  said,  that 
there  was  a  great  excitement  among  the 
colored  people  about  it. 

I  learned  something  of  the  circumstance; 
that  woman  had  been  a  slave  in  Kentucky. 
Her  master  thought  a  great  deal  of  her, 
treated   her   with   much   kindness,   in    fact 
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made  quite  a  lady  of  her  and  gave  her 
liberties  and  privileges,  which  thousands  of 
other  slaves  never  enjoyed.  But  she  made 
up  her  mind,  that  she  wouldn't  be  the 
property  of  any  one;  her  life  should  be  her 
own.  She  ran  away  to  Canada  to  gain  her 
liberty.  When  she  arrived  there,  she  didn't 
find  everything  as  pleasant  as  she  had  ex- 
pected and  expressed  a  willingness  to  return 
to  her  master  and  slavery,  in  the  land  of 
bondage.  Through  a  secret  agent,  her  mas- 
ter had  learned  where  she  was.  He  made  a 
bargain  with  the  preacher,  Campbell,  to 
get  her  back.  He  was  to  have  quite  a  sum 
of  money  if  he  succeeded  in  persuading  her 
to  return  to  her  master. 

The  colored  people  had  found  it  out  and 
every  man  of  them  branded  the  preacher 
Campbell,  as  a  traitor  and  enemy  to  his 
race.  They  were  watching  him  and  the  col- 
ored woman,  and  were  determined,  that  no 
one  who  had  gained  their  liberty  should 
ever  be  subjected  to  slavery  again,  if  they 
could  prevent  it. 

Campbell  and  Obadiah  got  into  the  car- 
riage. By  this  time  we  had  convinced  the 
first  trooper,  that  I  actually  was  a  Michigan 
man  (for  he  saw  for  himself,  that  I  had  no 
woman)  and  we  started  back  toward  Wind- 
sor.  We  shortly  after  met  another  horseman 
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following  up;  when  he  met  us  he  turned 
with  us.  They  had  alarmed  all  of  the  col- 
ored people  on  the  road  and  nearly  every 
man  had  volunteered  for  duty.  They  told 
us  that  some  men  had  gone  on  the  other 
road,  on  horse  back,  to  cut  us  off  in  case 
we  turned  that  way. 

I  began  to  make  up  my  mind  that,  sure 
enough  some  how  or  other,  we  had  raised 
quite  an  excitement  among  the  colored  peo- 
ple. We  were  attended  by  quite  a  cortege. 
They  seemed  to  be  paying  a  good  deal  of 
attention  to  a  couple  of  Michigan  men.  We 
had  attendants  on  foot  and  on  horse  back, 
before  and  behind,  and  we  were  quietly  mak- 
ing our  way  toward  Windsor.  If  persons, 
who  did  not  know  us,  and  knew  nothing  of 
the  affair  or  circumstance,  had  stood  in  the 
main  street  in  Windsor,  opposite  the  ferry, 
and  seen  us  come  in,  attended  by  our 
retinue,  they  might  have  thought,  that  I,  a 
Michigan  farmer,  had  the  King  of  the 
Sandwich  Islands  accompanied  by  some 
great  Mogul,  that  I  was  their  driver  and 
that  the  Deputy  Sheriff,  of  Wayne  County, 
Michigan,  was  their  footman. 

When  we  came  up  opposite  the  ferry,  the 
crowd  of  colored  men  was  so  great,  we  had 
to  stop  and  give  an  account  of  ourselves. 
They  had  raised  the  alarm  in  Detroit  and 
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for  the  emergency.  The  excitement  had 
helped  the  ferry  business  a  little. 

We  found  ourselves  surrounded  by  a 
large  concourse  of  people.  I  told  them,  that 
I  did  not  know  anything  about  the  woman 
nor  of  Kentucky.  Some  of  them  wouldn't 
believe  but  what  there  was  actually  a 
woman  in  the  carriage  and  they  had  to  step 
up  and  look  in  and  examine  it,  in  order  to 
satisfy  themselves.  Luckily,  some  of  those 
who  came  across  from  Detroit  knew  me  and 
knew  that  I  was  no  Southerner. 

Campbell  w^as  my  main  spokesman.  He 
was  a  very  sensible  man  and  more  than  an 
average  talker.  He  said:  "Why  gemman, 
I  know  this  man  well;  he  libs  in  Dearbu'n. 
I  worked  for  him  heaps  of  times,  often  been 
to  his  house.  We're  goin  to  Detroit  wid 
him  to  see  'bout  a  job." 

One  colored  man,  more  suspicious  than 
the  rest,  crowded  his  way  through  up  to  the 
carriage,  opened  the  door,  took  Obadiah  by 
the  arm  and  told  him  to  get  out,  that  he 
wouldn't  let  him  go  across;  he  said  he  was  a 
young  man  and  it  was  dangerous  for  him  to 
go  over.  Obadiah  said  that  he  knew  "  Misser 
Nowlin  fust  rate,"  that  he  had  worked  for 
him  and  that  he  had  more  work  for  him  to 
do  and  he  must  go  over.    Other  men,  who 
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knew  me,  reasoned  the  case  with  them,  and 
they  finally  concluded  it  was  a  false  alarm, 
closed  the  carriage  door  and  we  were  per- 
mitted to  drive  on  to  the  ferry.  We  soon 
crossed  back  to  Detroit;  to  what  some  of  the 
colored  people  considered  so  dangerous  a 
place  for  their  race. 

I  had  Campbell  hold  the  horses  while  my 
friend,  Mr.  Tompkins,  and  I  consulted  to- 
gether concerning  Obadiah.  I  told  my 
friend,  that  I  hadn't  been  able  to  detect  any 
guilt  in  Obadiah  from  the  first  to  the  last. 
I  thought  if  he  had  been  guilty  he  would 
have  been  alarmed,  and  have  allowed  him- 
self to  have  been  taken  out  of  the  carriage 
in  Windsor,  and  would  not  have  crossed 
the  river  with  us.  Mr.  Tompkins  had  made 
up  his  mind  to  the  same  thing.  I  stepped 
back  to  them  and  said,  that  I  had  consulted 
with  my  friend  and  changed  my  mind,  that 
I  wouldn't  do  anything  about  the  job  then. 
I  have  no  doubt,  they  thought  the  colored 
people  had  raised  such  an  excitement  it  had 
discouraged  me  and  cheated  them  out  of  a 
job.  (It  is  seen  that  the  job  I  wished  done 
just  then,  was  to  get  my  watch,  and  1  had 
thought  that  Obadiah  was  the  one  who 
could  help  me  accomplish  it.)  I  told  them, 
some  other  time  when  I  had  work  I  would 
employ  them,  and  I  did  employ  Campbell  a 
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number  of  times  after  that.  I  gave  them 
money  to  get  them  some  dinner  and  to  pay 
their  passage  back,  as  I  had  paid  it  over.  I 
left  them  feeling  first  rate;  they  never  knew 
the  object  of  my  visit.  They  must  have 
thought  that  I  treated  them  with  a  great 
deal  of  respect. 

When  I  reached  home  at  night  my  pocket 
book  was  a  little  lighter,  my  trip  had  cost 
me  something.  I  told  my  folks  that  if  they 
had  made  out  in  Canada,  that  I  was  a 
southern  man  and  that  I  was  after  that 
woman,  it  would  have  been  doubtful  about 
my  ever  getting  home  and  that  it  would 
have  taken  three  hundred  Michigan  troops 
to  have  gotten  us  out  of  Windsor,  dead  or 
alive.  But  I  do  say  to  exonerate  those  col- 
ored people  from  all  suspicion,  in  the  affair, 
that,  some  time  after,  the  watch  was  found, 
nicely  wrapped  up  in  a  piece  of  cloth  and  in 
a  bureau  drawer,  where  it  had  been  laid 
away  carefully  and  forgotten. 
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mother's  visit  to  the  east — 1861 

I  GO  with  her,  accompanied  by  my  wife 
and  brother  John  S.  As  the  train  we 
wished  to  take  did  not  stop  at  Dearborn 
I  had  a  hired  man,  with  my  team,  take  us 
to  Detroit.  Father  went  with  us  to  Detroit 
and  to  the  Michigan  Central  Depot.  We 
went  aboard  the  railroad  ferry  boat  and 
were  soon  across  the  river  and  on  the  cars 
on  the  "Great  Western  Railway."  We 
were  soon  receding  very  fast  from  Michi- 
gan; going  across  lots  and  down  through 
the  woods  of  Upper  Canada.^^  I  tried  to  see 
as  much  as  I  could  of  the  country,  while  we 
were    swiftly    passing    through    it.     I    told 

^  Until  1 791  all  Canada  was  embraced  within  the 
limits  of  the  province  of  Quebec.  In  the  French  period 
the  terms  pay  has  and  pay  d' haute  (lower  country  and 
upper  country)  were  commonly  used  to  distinguish  the 
older  portion  of  the  country,  below  Montreal,  from  the 
newer  portion  adjoining  the  Great  Lakes.  In  1791 
Quebec  Province  was  divided,  the  two  new  creations 
taking  the  names  of  Lower  Canada  and  Upper  Canada. 
Eventually,  the  name  of  Quebec  was  restored  to  the 
lower  province,  while  Upper  Canada  was  transformed 
into  present-day  Ontario. 
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mother  we  would  manage  it  so  as  to  see  the 
whole  route,  either  going  or  coming,  by  day- 
light. I  didn't  see  anything  in  particular 
to  admire  in  Canada  until  we  got  down  near 
London  and  beyond.  Then  I  saw  some  good 
country  and  I  thought  it  would  compare 
favorably  with  Michigan  land.^^ 

Just  before  sundown  we  got  to  the  swing- 
ing bridge,  which  hangs  over  and  across 
Niagara  River.  We  crossed  it  very  care- 
fully. Just  as  the  sun  was  about  half  hid 
beyond  the  western  horizon  our  car  reached 
terra-firma  in  the  state  of  New  York.  I  felt 
a  little  more  secure  and  at  home,  than  I  felt 
when  leaving  Canada,  when  we  had  reached 
our  native  state. 

In  a  little  while  we  were  aboard  the  cars 
of  the  "New  York  Central  Railroad"  and 
making  our  way  through  the  darkness 
rapidly,  toward  the  east.  I  told  mother  we 
must  try  and  get  a  good  rest,  that  night,  on 
the  way  to  Albany.  We  located  ourselves 
the  best  we  could  for  the  night.    We  had 

^The  portion  of  Ontario  which  XowHn  viewed  with 
disapproval  is  today  a  rich  agricultural  region.  However 
the  land  is  low  and  flat,  and  along  the  lower  Thames 
River  levees  have  been  built  to  protect  it  from  overflow. 
In  1 86 1  there  were  more  woods  and  fewer  drainage 
ditches  than  now,  and  a  cursory  view  of  the  country 
from  the  car  window  may  have  seemed  to  justify  the 
opinion  the  traveler  formed  of  it. 
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onlv  gone  a  little  ways  when,  all  at  once, 
there  was  a  terrible  rattling  and  jingling, 
made  by  the  passing  of  another  train.  It 
made  a  noise  something  like  the  shelf  of  a 
crockery  store  tumbling  down  and  break- 
ing in  pieces  glass  ware,  earthen  ware  and 
all.  This  noise  was  accompanied  with  a 
heavv  rumbling  sound  which  shook  the 
ground  and  the  car  we  were  in  and  caused 
them  to  tremble.  The  flash  of  the  light  of 
the  passing  train,  as  it  sped  on  its  way,  was 
so  quick  by  us  that  it  was  impossible  to  see 
whether  it  was  a  light  or  not.  It  appeared 
like  the  ghost  of  a  light  or  a  spectre  in  its 
flight  through  the  darkness,  for  a  moment 
and  it  was  gone.  It  left  no  trace  behind 
that  I  could  see.  There  had  two  or  three  of 
those  trains  of  cars  passed  us  before  I  was 
able  to  make  out  what  made  the  extra  noise. 
Not  having  any  knowledge  that  there  was  a 
double  track  there,  and  never  having  rode 
where  there  was  one  before,  it  took  mie  a 
little  while,  to  make  up  my  mind  in  regard 
to  it. 

Both  trains  going  at  full  speed,  in  the 
night,  the  one  we  passed  vanishing  so 
quickly,  yet  not  taking  the  impression  it 
made  on  us  with  its  whizzing,  hissing,  tear- 
ing sound,  it  seemed  like  some  fierce  demon 
from  Tartarus  bent  on  an  errand  of  anni- 
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hilation.  But  it  was  only  another  train, 
like  unto  the  one  we  were  enjoying,  and,  if 
as  successful  as  the  officers  of  the  "New 
York  Central  Railroad"  wished,  it  would 
only  seem  to  annihilate  time  for  its  tran- 
sient occupants.  For  the  coal  miner's  in- 
vention seemed  to  make  as  much  discount 
on  time  as  any  wonder  of  the  last  age  ex- 
cept our  American  Morse'  lightning  talker. ^^ 
We  found  there  was  but  very  little  sleep  or 
rest  for  us  that  night.  I  could  look  out  of 
the  car  window  and  peer  into  the  darkness 
and  see  lights  dotted  along  here  and  there, 
every  once  in  a  while;  they  seemed  low  down 
and  looked  some  like  the  lights  from  the 
back  windows  of  low  log  cabins.  I  made  out 
that  they  were  lights  on  board  of  canal 
boats.  I  recollected  having  passed  along 
there  about  thirty  years  before,  and  that  I 
jumped  into  the  canal  and  got  terribly  wet. 
Now  we  were  traveling  at  a  more  rapid  rate; 
yes,  as  far  in  one  hour  as  we  did  in  all  day 

^The  electric  telegraph  had  been  invented  by  Samuel 
F.  B.  Morse  about  fifteen  years  before  this  journey.  In 
recent  decades  telegraph  lines  have  come  to  be  associ- 
ated with  railroads;  the  earlier  lines,  however,  were  run 
through  the  country  entirely  apart  from  railroad  rights 
of  way,  and  frequently  to  places  where  no  railroad  ran. 
The  memory  of  one  such  line  is  today  embodied  in  the 
name  Telegraph  Road,  the  great  highway  which  runs 
north  and  south  just  v/est  of  the  William  Nowlin  farm. 
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then,  with  a  large  train  of  passengers.  It 
was  impossible  for  mother  to  get  any  rest 
that  night.  Just  as  it  got  nicely  light,  in  the 
morning,  we  arrived  at  Albany. 

No  doubt  there  were  on  that  train,  who 
rode  through  the  night  with  us,  the  church- 
man, the  statesman,  the  officer  and  men 
who  would  quickly  dress  themselves  in  blue 
and  march,  under  the  old  flag  to  defend  our 
country.  Farmers  and  mechanics,  men  and 
women  of  almost  every  station  in  life  were 
there.  Some  went  one  way  and  some  an- 
other, each  intent  upon  what  they  thought 
concerned  them  most  at  the  time. 

We  went  to  a  restaurant  for  breakfast  and 
especially  to  get  a  good  cup  of  tea  for 
mother.  (It  had  been  rather  a  tedious  night 
for  her.)  Then  we  went  on  board  a  ferry 
boat  and  crossed  over  the  North  River,^^ 
then  took  the  "Harlem  Railroad"  for 
Pattison,  where  we  arrived  about  noon. 
This  was  within  three  miles  of  where  mother 
was  brought  up  and  I  was  born.  We  hired  a 
livery  team  to  take  us  to  Uncle  Allen  Light's. 
In  going  we  passed  by  a  school  house  where 
I  learned  my  "A,  B,  Abs." 

^^  "North  River"  is  but  another  name  for  the  Hudson. 
"York  State,"  "North  River,"  and  other  terms  local  to 
New  York  were  evidently  used  by  Nowlin  to  the  end  of 
his  life. 
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Mother's  heart  beat  high  with  emotions 
of  joy  as  she  neared  her  much  beloved 
brother's  dwelling.  She  had  always  thought 
of  him  as  the  young  man  she  left  thirty 
years  before;  but  she  found  that  the  frosts  of 
thirty  winters  had  changed  his  locks  as  well 
as  hers. 

I  asked  the  driver  if  Allen  Light  was 
much  of  a  farmer;  he  said  that  he  was.  I 
asked  him  if  he  kept  a  good  many  cattle; 
he  said  he  did.  I  told  him  when  he  got  there 
to  let  the  valises  remain  in  the  carriage,  and 
to  cover  them  up,  after  we  got  out,  with  the 
robes  so  they  would  not  be  seen,  and  that  I 
wanted  him  to  wait  a  little  while,  and  I 
would  try  and  buy  uncle's  fat  cattle.  At 
least,  I  would  sound  him  a  little  and  see 
what  kind  of  mettle  he  was  made  of,  and  he 
would  see  the  result.  I  made  a  special  bar- 
gain with  mother  and  she  promised  to  keep 
still  and  keep  her  veil  over  her  face  until  I 
introduced  her.  She  told  me  afterward,  she 
never  would  make  another  such  a  bargain 
as  that  with  me.  She  said,  it  was  too  hard 
work  for  her,  when  she  saw  them  to  keep 
from  speaking. 

Just  before  we  made  this  visit,  my  brother 
and  I  went  to  see  friends  west,  and  viewed 
some  prairies  of  Illinois.  We  visited  Chi- 
cago,   the   great    city   of   the    West,    went 
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through  it  where  we  saw  a  great  deal  of  it. 
We  went  into  the  City  Hall,  or  Court 
House,  and  up  its  winding  stairs  to  a  height 
so  great,  that  we  could  overlook  most  of 
the  city.  I  saw  that  the  city  covered  a  good 
deal  of  ground.  From  the  elevated  position 
we  were  occupying,  we  looked  down  and 
saw  men  and  women  walking,  in  the  street 
below  us,  and  they  looked  like  a  diminutive 
race.  As  I  looked  I  thought  the  ground  was 
rather  flat  and  level  for  a  city,  but  we  made 
up  our  minds  it  was  a  great  place.  Some  of 
the  merchandise  of  all  the  world  was  there. 
We  came  home  feeling  very  well  satisfied 
with  our  own  city,  Detroit.  For  the  beauty 
of  its  scenery  and  the  location  of  the  city  I 
should  give  my  preference  to  the  "City  of 
the  Straits." 

Now  I  had  gotten  away  down  east.  I 
had  rode  a  little  ways  on  the  outside  of 
Cowper's  wheel.  We  had  all  got  out  of  the 
carriage,  in  front  of  uncle's  house,  went  up 
to  the  door  and  knocked  and  all  went  in. 
I  asked  if  Mr.  Light  lived  there.  Uncle  said 
he  was  the  man.  Aunt  brought  chairs  for 
the  ladies  and  they  sat  down.  She  asked 
them  if  they  would  take  oft  their  things, 
they  refused,  as  much  as  to  say,  they  were 
not  going  to  stop  but  a  few  minutes.  I  asked 
uncle  immediately,  if  he  had  some  fat  cattle 
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to  sell.  He  said  he  had  some  oxen  that  he 
would  sell,  and  we  went  out  to  look  at  them. 
Of  course  I  was  more  anxious  to  see  how 
uncle  appeared  than  I  was  to  see  the  cattle. 
They  were  in  the  barnyard  near  the  house. 
I  tried  to  make  uncle  think,  that  I  had 
cattle  on  the  brain  the  most  of  anything.  I 
walked  around  them,  viewed  them,  felt  of 
them,  started  them  along,  asked  uncle  how 
much  they  would  weigh,  &c.  I  kept  a  sly 
eye  on  uncle,  to  see  how  much  in  earnest 
he  was  and  how  he  looked.  He  was  a  portly, 
splendid  looking  man.  He  appeared,  to  me, 
to  be  a  good,  hale,  healthy,  honest  farmer, 
well  kept  and  one  who  enjoyed  life.  He 
would  sell  his  property  if  he  got  his  price, 
not  otherwise.  He  was  rather  austere  and 
independent  about  it.  He  asked  me  my 
name  and  where  I  was  from.  (This  is  a  trait 
of  eastern  men,  down  near  Connecticut,  to 
ask  a  man  his  name  and  where  he  lives  and, 
sometimes,  where  he  is  going.)  I  saw  that 
uncle  was  getting  me  in  rather  close  quar- 
ters, but  I  talked  away  as  fast  as  possible, 
walking  around  and  looking  at  the  cattle. 
I  asked  him  what  he  would  take  for  them, 
by  the  lump,  I  was  trying  to  evade  the 
questions,  that  he  had  asked  me. 

I  told  him  that  my  home  was  wherever  I 
happened  to  be,  that  I  paid  the  cash  for 
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every  thing  which  I  bought,  that  I  had  just 
come  from  Illinois,  where  I  had  relatives, 
and  down  through  Michigan.  I  told  him 
that  I  was  very  well  acquainted  in  some 
parts  of  Michigan,  that  I  had  been  in 
Canada  and  that  a  great  many  people  there 
called  me  a  "  Kentuckian;"  and  I  didn't 
know  as  it  mattered  what  I  was  called  so 
long  as  I  was  able  to  pay  him  for  his  cattle. 
I  wanted  to  know  the  least  he  would  take 
for  them;  he  told  me.  Then  I  said,  I  would 
consider  it,  we  would  go  to  the  house  and 
see  how  the  ladies  were  getting  along. 

Going  along  I  made  up  my  mind  that 
uncle  thought  I  was  rather  an  eccentric 
drover.  He  seemed  to  be  interested  in 
what  I  had  said  about  Michigan  and  wanted 
to  know  something  about  the  country. 
When  we  went  into  the  house,  I  saw  that 
mother  was  getting  impatient  and  our 
livery  driver  sat  there  yet,  waiting  to  hear 
how  it  came  out  and  to  deliver  our  satchels. 

Mr.  Light,  your  name  sounds  very  fa- 
miliar to  me,  I  have  heard  the  name.  Light, 
often  before.  Have  you  any  relatives  liv- 
ing in  the  West?  He  said  he  had  two  sisters 
living  in  Michigan,  in  the  town  of  Dear- 
born. Why,  said  I,  I  have  been  in  the  town 
often  and  am  well  acquainted  there.  I  know 
a  good  many  of  the  people.    It  is  ten  miles 
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west  of  Detroit  on  the  Chicago  road.  I  saw 
he  began  to  take  great  interest  in  what  I 
said.  I  asked  if  he  thought  he  would  know 
one  of  his  sisters  if  she  were  present.  He 
said  he  thought  he  would.  I  told  him  there 
was  one  there. 

Then  they  threw  off  all  restraint  and  met 
as  only  loved  ones  can  after  so  long  a  sepa- 
ration. Uncle  was  overjoyed  to  see  her 
again,  upon  earth,  and  mother  was  delighted 
to  see  him  and  Aunt  Betsey.  The  light  of 
other  days,  youth  and  happy  associations 
of  life  flashed  up  before  them  in  memory 
clear  and  vivid,  which  touched  the  most 
sensitive  chord  of  their  hearts  and  caused 
them  to  vibrate,  in  love  for  one  another. 
They  visited  as  only  two  who  love  so  well 
and  have  been  separated  so  long  can  visit. 
Minds  less  sensitive,  than  theirs,  cannot 
imagine  with  what  degree  of  intensity  of 
spirit  and  feeling,  they  told  over  to  each 
other,  first  some  of  the  scenes  of  their  youth, 
which  they  enjoyed  together  so  many  years 
before,  then  the  absence  of  loved  ones  dear 
to  them  both.  A  father,  two  brothers  and 
a  sister  had  departed  their  life  since  mother 
moved  to  Michigan.  Ah!  what  changes 
thirty  years  had  produced!  Their  voices, 
which  mother  had  heard  so  often  there,  she 
never  would  hear  again  and  the  smile  of 

305 


their  countenances  would  never  greet  her 
more.  They  were  gone  and  their  places  left 
vacant.  A  great  many  former  acquaintances 
of  mother  had  also  disappeared.  They 
talked  about  the  hardships  they  had  endured 
while  apart  and  of  some  things  they  had 
enjoyed  which  were  as  bright  spots,  or 
oases,  in  the  desert  of  their  separation. 

Now  as  I  was  there,  I  wished  to  visit  the 
place  where  I  had  been  in  days  of  yore,  in 
my  childhood.  The  places  had  changed 
some  but  I  could  go  to  every  place  I  remem- 
bered. The  distance,  from  one  place  to 
another,  didn't  seem  more  than  half  as  far 
as  I  had  it  laid  out  in  my  mind. 

The  country  appeared  very  rough  to  me. 
What  we  used  to  call  hills,  looked  to  me  like 
small  mountains.  I  supposed  the  reason  was 
because  I  had  been  living  so  long  in  a  level 
country.  The  rocks  and  stones  appeared 
larger  and  the  stones  seemed  to  lie  thicker 
on  the  ground  than  I  had  supposed.  The 
ledges  and  boulders  appeared  very  strange 
to  me  I  had  been  gone  so  long.  I  found  that 
the  land  was  very  natural  for  grass,  where 
it  wasn't  too  stony.  It  produced  excellent 
pasture  upon  the  hillsides,  good  meadow  on 
the  bottom  and  ridges,  where  it  was  smooth 
enough  and  not  so  stony  but  that  it  could 
be  mowed. 
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I  went  to  see  our  old  spring.  It  was  run- 
ning yet.  Uncle  had  plenty  of  fruit.  I 
looked  for  the  apple  trees  that  I  used  to 
know  and  they  had  almost  entirely  disap- 
peared. I  saw  where  they  had  raised  good 
corn  and  potatoes  on  uncle's  place.  Oats, 
that  season,  had  been  a  very  poor  crop. 
Wheat,  uncle  said  they  couldn't  raise,  but 
they  could  raise  good  crops  of  rye.  I  passed 
by  another  school  house  where  I  had  at- 
tended school.  The  same  building  where  I 
got  one  pretty  warm  whipping  for  failing 
to  get  a  lesson.  The  school  buildings  which 
I  saw  there  both  looked  old  and  dilapidated. 
I  thought  they  looked  poor  in  comparison 
to  our  commion  school  houses  in  Michigan. 
I  had  a  good  many  cousins,  who  lived  there, 
scattered  around.  I  went  to  see  as  many  of 
them  as  I  could.  I  had  one  cousin,  who 
lived  off  about  four  or  five  miles.  I  wished 
very  much  to  see  her  for  I  remembered  her 
quite  well,  we  were  young  together.  Uncle's 
folks  said  she  was  married  and  lived  on  a 
ridge  that  they  named.  Cousin  Allen  said 
he  would  go  with  me  to  see  her,  so  we 
started.  Before  we  got  there  we  had  about 
a  mile  to  go  up  hill.  Cousin  got  along  very 
well  and  didn't  seem  to  mind  it,  but  it  was 
up  hill  business  for  me  to  climb  that  ridge. 
I   wondered  how  teams  could  get  up  and 


down  safely;  they  must  have  understood 
ascending  and  descending  better  than  our 
Michigan  teams  or,  it  seemed  to  me,  they 
would  have  got  into  trouble.  We  finally 
got  on  to  the  top  of  what  they  called  a 
ridge.  I  found  some  pretty  nice  table  land 
up  there,  for  that  country,  and  two  or  three 
farms.  After  we  reached  the  highest  part 
of  the  ridge  we  stopped  and  I  looked  off  at 
the  scenery,  it  appeared  wild  and  strange. 
I  could  look  north  and  see  miles  beyond 
where  uncle  lived  and  see  hills  and  ridges. 
I  could  look  in  every  direction  and  the  same 
strange  sights  met  my  view.  I  think  my 
cousin  told  me,  that  to  the  southwest  of  us, 
we  could  see  some  of  the  mountains  near 
the  North  river.  While  I  looked  at  the 
rugged  face  of  the  country,  it  didn't  seem 
hardly  possible  that  that  could  be  so  old  a 
country,  and  Michigan  so  new. 

West  of  us  we  could  look  down  into  a  hol- 
low or  valley.  The  flat  appeared  to  be 
about  eighty  rods  wide,  on  the  bottom  be- 
tween the  ridges.  West  of  the  hollow  there 
arose  another  great  ridge,  like  unto  the  one 
on  which  we  stood.  Along  this  hollow  there 
was  a  creek  and  a  road  running  lengthwise 
with  the  hollow.  I  saw  a  man,  with  a  lum- 
ber wagon  and  horses,  driving  along  the 
road;  from   where  I   stood,  and  looked  at 
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them,  they  didn't  appear  larger  than  Tom 
Thumb  and  his  Shetland  ponies. 

We  finally  got  to  my  cousin's,  I  found 
that  she  had  changed  from  a  little  girl  to 
an  elderly  woman.  She  was  very  glad  to  see 
me  and  wanted  me  to  stay  longer  than  I 
felt  inclined  to,  for  I  wanted  to  be  back  to 
the  old  home  again,  viewing  the  scenes  of 
my  childhood  as,  to  me,  there  was  a  sort  of 
fascination  about  them. 

Up  there  I  noticed  a  small  lake,  near  the 
top  of  the  ridge.  I  thought  it  a  strange  place 
for  a  lake.  I  asked  cousin  if  there  were  fish 
in  it,  he  said  there  were,  that  they  caught 
them  there  sometimes.  I  asked  if  the  lake 
was  deep;  he  said  in  some  parts  of  it  they 
could  not  find  bottom.  I  looked  over  it 
away  down  into  the  hollow  beyond,  and 
thought  there  might  be  room  enough  be- 
low for  it  to  be  bottomless;  it  might  head  in 
China  for  all  I  knew.  As  I  gazed  I  thought, 
can  it  be  possible  that  this  country  appears 
so  much  rougher,  to  me,  than  it  used  to,  and 
yet  be  the  same?  As  I  stood  and  peered  away 
from  one  mountain  and  hill  to  another,  at  the 
gray  and  sunburnt  rocks,  jagged  ledges,  prec- 
ipices and  the  second  growth  of  scrubby  tim- 
ber, that  dotted  here  and  there  and  grew  on 
the  sides  of  hills,  where  it  was  too  stony  and 
steep  for  cultivation,  it  astonished  me. 
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My  friends  appeared  well  pleased  with 
their  native  hills  and  vales  and  I  have  no 
doubt  they  thought,  as  they  expressed  it  to 
me,  that  they  lived  near  the  best  market 
and  that  New  York  was  ahead.  But  the 
place  how  changed  to  me!  If  I  could  have 
seen  some  wigwams  and  their  half  nude  in- 
habitants, on  the  hill  sides,  in  the  room  of 
the  houses  of  white  men,  and  have  wit- 
nessed the  waving  of  the  feathery  plume  of 
the  red  man,  above  his  long  black  hair,  I 
should  have  thought,  from  the  view  and  the 
face  of  the  land,  that  that  old  country  was 
very  new  and  wild  and  that  Michigan,  where 
I  lived  at  least,  was  the  old  country  after  all. 

Nature  seemed  to  be  reversing  the  two 
countries.  It  appeared  to  me  like  the  wild — 
wild — west  Yosemite  valley  and  mountains, 
or  some  other  place.  How  strange!  Here  I 
am  standing  upon  my  native  soil.  I  used  to 
think  it  was  the  brightest  spot  upon  this 
dim  place  men  call  earth. 

In  coming  down  the  hill,  I  had  to  be  cau- 
tious how  far  I  stepped,  in  order  to  keep  up- 
right, as  I  was  liable  to  move  too  fast,  get 
up  too  much  motion,  I  had  to  hold  back  on 
myself  and  keep  one  knee  at  a  time  crooked. 
In  that  way  I  got  safely  down.  I  was  a  little 
cautious,  for  I  had  on  me  scars  made  by 
falling  on  stones  and  cutting  myself,  when 
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near  that  place  long  years  before,  when  I 
was  a  little  boy  driving  father's  cows,  to 
and  fro,  night  and  morning,  from  the  new 
place  he  bought,  (the  buying  of  which  was 
one  great  reason  of  our  going  to  Michigan 
to  find  a  new  home  and  live  where  white 
men  had  never  lived  before.) 

I  went  back  to  uncle's  and  told  him,  that 
I  had  made  him  a  pretty  good  visit.  I  tried 
to  get  him  and  some  of  the  rest  of  my  friends 
to  promise  me  to  go  west  and  see  our  coun- 
try and  judge  of  it  for  themselves.  They 
said  we  western  men  had  to  bring  our  pro- 
duce, and  whatever  we  had  to  sell,  down 
to  the  New  York  market,  in  order  to  dis- 
pose of  it.  I  made  up  my  mind,  if  New  York 
was  the  head  and  mouth  of  Uncle  Sam,  that 
his  body  and  heart  were  in  the  great  central 
West,  his  hands  upon  the  treasury  at  Wash- 
ington and  his  feet  were  of  California,  like 
unto  polished  gold,  washed  by  the  surf  of 
the  Pacific  Ocean.  When  Uncle  Sam  wished 
them  wiped  he  could  easily  place  them  on 
his  snow  topped  foot-stool,  the  Rocky  moun- 
tains, and  Miss  Columbia,  with  a  smile 
would  wipe  them  with  the  clouds  and  dry 
them  in  the  winds  of  the  Nevada,  while  she 
pillowed  his  head  softly  on  the  great  me- 
tropolis. New  York,  where  the  Atlantic 
breeze  fans  his  brow  and  lets  him  recline  in 
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his  glory,  the  most  rapidly  risen  representa- 
tion of  a  great  nation  that  the  world  has 
ev^er  seen. 

When  Uncle  Sam  brings  his  hand  from 
Washington  it  is  full  of  green  backs  and 
gold,  which  he  scatters  broadcast  among 
his  subjects.  Here  and  there  across  the 
continent  it  flies,  like  the  leaves  in  autumn, 
so  that  it  can  be  gathered  by  persevering 
men,  who  till  the  soil  or  follow  other  pur- 
suits of  industry.  It  is  free  for  all  who  will 
get  it  honestly. 

A  little  east  and  north  of  the  garden 
city,'*°  is  Michigan,  one  of  Uncle  Sam's 
gardens.  I  think  it  is  a  beautiful  place, 
dotted  here  and  there  and  nearly  sur- 
rounded by  great  fountains  that  sparkle, 
glimmer  and  shine,  in  the  sun,  like  the 
rays  of  the  morning — beautiful  garden.  It 
is  interspersed,  here  and  there,  with  groves 
of  primeval  evergreens  and  crossed  now  and 
then  by  beautiful  valleys  and  dotted  by 
flowery  walks  and  pleasant  homes  of  the 
gardeners.  It  abounds  in  picturesque  scen- 
ery, has  a  very  productive  soil  and  helps  to 
furnish  some  of  Uncle  Sam's  family,  of  about 
forty  millions,  with  many  of  the  good  things 

*^The  allusion  is  to  Chicago  which  was  formerly 
called  the  Garden  City,  apparently  because  of  the  motto 
on  the  city  seal. 
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of  life,  even  down  in  "Gotham."  So  we  get 
some  of  their  money,  from  down  there,  if 
they  are  ahead  of  us  and  the  head  of  Ameri- 
ca. I  am  satisfied  for  one,  to  live  in  one  of 
the  peninsula  gardens  of  the  West. 

As  my  wife  wished  to  visit  her  native 
place  on  the  Hudson  River,  we  would  have 
to  stop  there  a  short  time,  and  as  my  wife 
and  brother  wished  to  visit  the  city  of  New 
York  we  bade  good  by  to  uncle  and  his 
family  and  started.  Took  the  "Harlem 
Railroad"  and  in  a  short  time  were  in  the 
city.  We  put  up  at  the  "Lovejoy  Hotel" 
opposite  the  City  Hall.  W^e  had  rooms  and 
everything  comfortable.  We  visited  the 
Washington  market  and  some  of  the  ships 
that  lay  in  the  harbor.  We  went  on  board 
one  ocean  steamer,  went  through  it  and 
examined  it.  We  crossed  the  river  to 
Brooklyn.  Visited  Greenwood  Cemetery 
and  saw  all  the  sights  we  could  conven- 
iently, on  that  side  of  the  river.  One  night 
we  visited  Barnum's  American  Museum, 
after  this  we  went  to  see  the  Central  Park 
and  other  places.  We  made  up  our  minds 
that  we  had  seen  a  good  deal  and  that  New 
York  was  an  immense  city. 
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LEAVING  NEW  YORK  CITY   FOR  HOME 

WE  thought  it  was  about  time  we 
started  for  home.  We  began  to 
want  to  get  back  to  Michigan,  so 
we  agreed  to  start.  Brother  J.  S.  was  to 
take  the  "Harlem  Railroad,"  go  to  uncle's, 
stop  and  visit,  get  mother  and  meet  us,  on  a 
certain  day  at  Albany.  My  wife  and  I  took 
the  "Hudson  River  Railroad"  and  came  as 
far  as  Peekskill.  We  visited  together  the 
place  of  her  nativity,  where  she  lived  until 
she  was  twelve  years  old.  She  found  many 
very  warm  friends  there  among  her  rela- 
tives. We  passed  through  Peekskill  hollow 
to  visit  some  of  her  friends.  There  I  saw 
some  beautiful  land.  It  looked  nice  enough 
for  western  land,  if  it  had  not  been  for  the 
rugged  scenery  around  it. 

When  the  day  came,  that  we  were  to 
meet  mother  at  Albany,  we  took  the  cars 
and  started.  When  we  passed  Fishkill  I 
knew  the  place  well.  I  had  been  there  a 
number  of  times  before,  when  I  was  a  boy. 
Newburg,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river, 
appeared  the  most  natural  of  any  place  I 
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had  seen.  Along  the  river  it  appeared  beau- 
tiful, and  the  mountains  grand.  It  was  the 
first  time  I  had  been  there  since  we  moved 
to  Michigan.  We  soon  passed  Poughkeepsie, 
the  place  where  we  took  the  night  boat,  so 
many  years  before,  bound  for  the  territory 
of  Michigan. 

As  we  approached  the  Catskill  moun- 
tains, I  should  say  ten  or  fifteen  miles  away, 
they  looked  like  a  dark  cloud  stretched 
across  the  horizon;  and  when  we  came 
nearer  and  nearer  the  highest  one,  and  it 
was  in  plain  sight,  it  appeared  majestic  and 
grand.  From  the  car  window,  we  could  see 
the  mountain  house  that  stood  upon  its 
towering  summit.  We  could  see  small 
clouds,  floating  along  by  the  top  of  the 
mountain.  That  was  the  greatest  mountain 
I  had  ever  seen;  yet  it  is  small  in  compari- 
son to  some  in  our  own  country.  Not  one 
third  so  high  in  the  world  as  Fremont's 
peak,  where  he  unfurled  the  banner  of  our 
country,  threw  it  to  the  breeze  and  it  proudly 
floated  in  the  wind,  higher  than  it  had  ever 
been  before.^^ 

^^On  his  first  exploring  expedition  to  the  South  Pass 
of  the  Rockies  in  1842,  John  C.  Fremont  visited  and 
ascended  a  mountain  of  the  Wind  River  Range  which  he 
(mistakenly)  supposed  to  be  the  highest  peak  of  the 
Rockies.     His  spirited  description  of  the  exploit,  to- 
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We  soon  got  to  Albany,  went  to  a  hotel 
near  the  railroad  depot,  called  for  a  room 
and  told  the  landlord  that  we  would  occupy 
it  until  the  next  morning.  As  mother  could 
not  rest  on  the  cars,  I  thought  it  would  be 
easier  for  her  to  stay  there  over  night,  and 
we  would  see  some  of  the  western  part  of 
the  state  of  New  York  the  next  day. 

x\fter  dinner  we  locked  up  our  room  and 
Mrs.  Nowlin  and  I  went  out  to  take  a  look 
at  Albany.  We  went  up  to  the  state  house, 
the  capitol,  and  visited  the  room,  where  the 
legislators  of  the  ''Empire  state"  meet  to 
make  laws  for  her  people.  There  we  saw 
the  statue  of  the  extraordinary  man,  Secre- 
tary of  State  and  statesman,  William  H. 
Seward.  He,  who  shortly  after,  was  at- 
tacked by  an  assassin,  where  he  lay  sick 
upon  his  bed,  in  his  room  at  Washington 
and  was  so  severely  wounded,  that  the 
nation  despaired  of  his  life  for  some  time. 

We  went  back  to  the  hotel,  and  as  the 
time  was  nearly  up  for  the  Harlem  train 
from  New  York  City,  I  went  back  across 
the  river  to  meet  mother  and  brother  John 

gether  with  his  explorations  in  general  made  him  a 
national  hero,  with  the  proud  title  of  "Pathfinder  of 
the  Rockies."  Xowlin's  comment,  written  over  thirty 
years  later,  illustrates  how  deeply  Fremont's  explora- 
tions impressed  his  contemporary  generation. 
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Smith.  The  train  shortly  came  in  and  they 
had  come.  Brother  had  mother  upon  his 
arm.  She  was  very  glad  to  see  me.  I  got 
hold  of  her  and  she  had  two  strong  arms  of 
her  boys  to  lean  upon.  I  told  her  we  had  a 
room  over  in  Albany  and  were  keeping 
house;  that  we  would  stop  there  all  night 
and  start  again  in  the  morning.  It  would 
make  it  more  easy  for  her,  and  we  w^ould 
not  have  those  jingling,  rattling  cars  passing 
in  the  night,  to  keep  us  awake.  We  crossed 
over  the  river  and  went  to  our  quarters.  We 
four  were  all  together  again  and  had  some 
new  things  to  tell  each  other  as  we  had 
been  apart  a  few  days.  We  passed  the 
night  very  comfortably. 

Early  the  next  morning  a  regiment  of 
soldiers,  from  the  west,  came  hurrying  on  to 
the  seat  of  war  to  defend  the  flag  of  our 
Country  and  the  glorious  Union.  It  rained 
very  hard.  I  stood  one  side  and  noticed  the 
"Boys  in  Blue"  as  they  came  pouring  out 
of  the  depot.  Their  officers  did  not  seem  to 
have  them  under  very  good  control.  Their 
discipline  wasn't  very  good  yet;  after  they 
got  out,  there  were  several  of  them  who 
seemed  to  be  inclined  to  go  on  their  own 
hooks.  The  officers  had  about  all  they 
could  do  to  keep  them  along.  One  physically 
powerful,  hardy  looking  man  passed  near 
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me.  He  said,  he  thought  it  was  a  little 
hard,  early  in  the  morning,  after  a  fellow 
had  been  jammed  and  bruised  all  night 
and  it  rained  that  he  couldn't  be  allowed 
to  stop  and  take  a  drop.  The  officer  told 
him  to  keep  in  the  ranks.  I  felt  inter- 
ested to  know  if  they  were  Michigan  men, 
but  was  not  able  to  learn  where  they  were 
from. 

In  a  few  minutes  we  were  aboard  of  our 
train  and  started  again  for  Michigan.  The 
prospect  of  getting  home  soon  elated  mother 
very  much.  She  had  lost  most  of  her  attach- 
ment for  her  native  place,  and  it  was  no 
comparison,  in  her  mind,  to  her  Michigan. 
She  said  uncle  offered  to  give  her  a  farm,  if 
she  would  move  back  there  and  spend  the 
remainder  of  her  days  by  him.  But  it  was 
nothing  in  comparison  to  Michigan,  it  was 
an  inducement  far  too  small  for  her  to  con- 
sider favorably.  We  were  coming  home  as 
fast  as  steam  could  bring  us  and  it  was  rain- 
ing all  the  time.  I  told  mother  I  thought 
we  should  run  out  from  under  the  rain 
clouds  before  night,  but  that  was  a  mistake. 
It  rained  all  day  long  and  was  dark  when 
we  got  to  the  suspension  bridge.  When  we 
got  off  the  cars,  the  runners  were  a  great 
annoyance  to  mother.  I  told  her  not  to 
pay  any  attention  to  them,  we  would  find 
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a  good  place.  There  was  a  gentleman  stand- 
ing near  us,  who  heard  what  I  said.  He  told 
me  that  there  was  a  good  house,  the  "New 
York  Hotel,"  which  stood  close  by.  Said 
he  was  not  interested  for  any,  but  that  that 
house  was  a  good  one.  I  told  mother  we 
would  go  there  and  we  started.  I  was  help- 
ing mother  along  and  told  my  wife  and 
brother  to  follow  us.  It  was  hard  work  for 
them  to  get  away  from  the  runners.  They 
hated  very  much  to  give  them  up,  and  they 
were  making  as  much  noise  over  them  as  a 
flock  of  wild  geese.  But  my  wife  and 
brother  left  them  and  followed  us.  We  got 
to  the  "New  York  House"  and  called  for  a 
room.  We  found  it  to  be  a  very  good  house. 
We  wanted  to  stay  over  night  there,  as  it 
would  be  better  for  mother  and  we  wished 
to  go  up  and  see  the  Falls  next  day.  The 
next  morning  after  breakfast  my  wife, 
brother  and  I  went  up  to  the  Falls.  As  it 
was  still  raining  mother  stayed  in  her  room; 
she  didn't  wish  to  go. 

W^e  went  up  on  the  i\merican  side  and 
went  down  three  hundred  steps  of  stairs  to 
the  foot  of  the  Falls.  After  this  we  viewed 
Goat  Island,  went  across  it  to  the  stone 
tower,  went  up  its  rickety  winding  stairs  to 
the  top  and  looked  upon  the  majestic  scenery 
of  nature,  which  was  spread  out  before  us 
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there.  I  saw  no  place  there  where  it  ap- 
peared so  terribly  grand  to  me  as  it  did 
when  I  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  Falls.  There 
we  went  out  on  the  rocks  as  far  as  we  could, 
and  not  get  too  wet  with  the  spray,  and 
viewed  the  water  as  it  poured  over  the 
cataract  and  plunged  into  the  abyss  below, 
beat  itself  into  foam  and  spray,  which  set- 
tled together  again  and  formed  the  angry 
waves  that  went  rolling  and  tumbling  away 
to  the  sea.  There  I  heard  the  sound  of  many 
waters  thundering  in  their  fall  and  I  thought, 
while  looking  at  that  sublime  and  wonderful 
display  of  nature,  that  the  waters  of  the 
river  and  creeks  of  my  own  "Peninsula 
State,"  after  turning  hundreds  of  mills, 
slaking  thirst  and  giving  life  to  both  man 
and  beast,  came  there  for  an  outlet.  It 
plunges  into  Niagara  River  and  goes  gliding 
away  to  the  ocean;  some  of  it  to  be  picked 
up  bv  the  wind  and  rays  of  the  sun  and  rise 
in  vapor.  When  formed  into  clouds  in  the 
atmosphere  it  is  borne  back  on  the  wings  of 
the  wind,  condensed  by  the  cold  air  and 
falls  in  copious  showers  of  rain  upon  the 
earth,  to  purify  the  atmosphere,  moisten 
and  fertilize  the  fields  and  cause  vegetation 
to  spring  forth  in  its  beauty.  The  rain  falling 
upon  the  just  and  the  unjust  makes  the 
heart  of  the  husbandman  leap  for  joy,  at 
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the  prospect  of  a  bountiful  harvest,  causes 
the  foliage  and  the  gardens  to  put  on  a  more 
beautiful  green,  the  lilies  of  the  valley  and 
the  rose  in  the  garden  ("the  transient  stars 
of  earth")  to  unfold  themselves  more  beau- 
tifully. Then  the  cloud  passes  away,  bear- 
ing and  sprinkling  the  limpid  fluid  upon 
other  lands,  and  the  sun  looks  out  upon  the 
cool,  healthful,  invigorating  and  refreshing 
scene.  The  beautiful  rainbow,  in  its  splen- 
dor, seems  to  span  the  arch  of  heaven,  placed 
there  as  a  token  of  remembrance,  so  long 
before.  It  lasts  but  a  little  while  and  then 
disappears,  the  cloud  also  passes  away.  In 
this  and  similar  ways  the  rivers  and  creeks 
are  kept  supplied  with  water  and  the  Falls 
of  Niagara  kept  continually  roaring. 

We  went  back  to  the  "New  York  House" 
and  shortly  after  took  the  cars  for  Dear- 
born. We  arrived  there  about  ten  o'clock 
in  the  evening.  Mother  walked  home,  to 
the  "Castle,"  a  mile,  very  spryly.  She 
seemed  to  feel  first  rate.  She  was  pleased  to 
get  home.  Father  and  the  family  had  retired 
for  the  night  when  we  got  there,  but  father 
soon  had  a  light  and  a  fire  and  w^as  ready  to 
listen  to  our  stories.  We  told  him  how  near 
we  had  come  losing  mother.  That  uncle  had 
offered  to  give  her  a  farm  if  she  would  come 
back,  live  on  it  and  spend  her  days  by  him. 
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We  told  him  what  farm  it  was;  he  knew  the 
place  as  he  was  well  acquainted  in  that 
country.  We  told  him  if  she  went  back  they 
could  go  together  and  he  could  carry  on 
the  farm.  But  the  inducement  was  far  too 
small  for  them  to  entertain  the  thought  of 
going,  for  a  moment.  Michigan  was  their 
home,  had  won  their  affections  and  was 
their  favorite  place. 

I  told  father,  that  he  must  go  and  visit 
his  native  place,  see  how  rough  it  was  and  I 
would  go  with  him.  I  thought  it  would 
appear  rougher  to  him  than  he  expected  or 
could  imagine.  He  said  he  would  like  to  go 
back  sometime  and  see  the  country  once 
more.  He  kept  putting  it  off  from  year  to 
year.  It  is  said,  "Procrastination  is  the  thief 
of  time."  He  never  went.  He  bought  him 
eight  acres  more  land  joining  his  two  places. 
He  paid  for  it  seventy  dollars  an  acre  and 
had  some  money  left. 

Part  of  the  eight  acres  was  a  ridge  cov- 
ered with  chestnut  trees.  Father  enjoyed 
himself  there  very  much,  a  few  of  the  last 
falls  of  his  life,  picking  up  chestnuts.  He 
was  a  man  a  little  over  six  feet  tall.  He 
walked  straight  and  erect  until  the  sick- 
ness, which  terminated  his  existence  in  time, 
at  the  age  of  seventy-six  years,  in  the  year 
1869.    He  went  the  way  of  all  the  earth. 
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The  rest  of  the  family  and  I,  missed  him 
very  much.  Our  counselor  and  one  of  our 
best  friends  was  gone.  He  had  fought  his 
last  battle  and  finished  his  course. 

Mother  survived  him.  She  gave  each  of 
the  children  a  silver  piece  (they  were  all 
old  coins  of  different  nations  and  times, 
each  worth  a  dollar  or  more)  which  father 
had  saved  in  an  early  day.  They  were  in 
mother's  work  basket  in  the  dark  room  at 
Buffalo,  were  brought  in  it,  through  the 
fearful  storm  on  Lake  Erie,  to  Michigan 
and  saved  through  all  of  our  hard  times  in 
the  wilderness.  I  have  my  piece  yet,  as  a 
keepsake,  and  I  think  my  brother  and  sis- 
ters have  theirs.  After  father's  death, 
mother  still  lived  at  the  "Castle"  and  my 
sister  Bessie,  who  took  all  the  care  of  her 
in  her  old  age  that  was  possible,  stayed 
with  her.  All  the  rest  of  the  children  did 
every  thing  they  could  for  her  comfort.  She 
felt  lonesome  without  father,  with  whom 
she  had  spent  nearly  fifty  years  of  her  life. 
She  lived  a  little  over  three  years  after  he 
was  gone  and  followed  him.  She  was 
seventy-one  years  old,  in  1873,  when  her 
voice  was  hushed  in  death  and  mother  too 
was  gone. 

We  laid  her  by  father's  side  in  a  place 
selected  by  himself  for  that  purpose.   It  is  a 

3^3 


Cfje  iSark  Cobereb  J^oufie 

beautiful  place,  about  a  mile  and  a  half 
southwest  of  where  they  lived  and  in  plain 
sight  of  what  was  their  home.'*^ 

Long  before  this  there  was  a  voice  of  one 
often  heard  in  prayer  in  the  wilderness, 
where  we  first  settled,  and  that  voice  was 
mother's. 

Father  and  mother  believed  in  one  faith 
and  mother  from  her  youth.  For  years  they 
tried  to  walk  hand  in  hand,  in  the  straight 
and  narrow  path,  looking  for  and  hastening 
to  a  better  country  than  they  had  been  able 
to  find  on  this  mundane  sphere. 

^  The  Xowlin  family  cemetery  occupies  a  small  sand 
ridge  near  the  southwest  corner  of  William  Nowlin's 
farm,  adjoining  \'an  Born  Road,  the  present  name  of 
the  highway  running  between  Dearborn  and  Taylor 
townships.  John  Nowlin  and  Melinda  are  buried  side 
by  side;  he  died  on  Dec.  4,  1 869,  and  she  on  Jan.  2,  1 873. 

The  graves  of  William  and  Adeha  Nowlin  and  several 
of  their  children  are  in  a  row  immediately  west  or  the 
graves  of  John  and  Melinda.  Several  other  members  of 
the  family,  including  William's  sisters  Abby  and  Bessie, 
are  buried  close  by. 

In  1886  William  Xowlin  caused  a  receiving  vault  to 
be  erected,  which  he  fondly  hoped  would  stand  forever. 
It  is  still  standing,  but  already  is  in  a  sad  state  of  dis- 
repair. 
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THE  END  OF  THE  EMIGRANT  TRAIL: 
Graves  of  John  and  Melinda  Nowlin 


Index 


Snbex 


Albany,  Nowlin  party  visits,  300,  316-18. 

Alexander,  John  W.,  makes  rifle,  188-89. 

Alexandria,  General  Eaton  leaves,  234. 

Algiers,  story  of  war  with,  224-37. 

American  Hotel  history,  57. 

Anderson,  Mrs.  Julia  Ann,  founds  Mariners'  Church, 

Andre,  Major  John,  capture  of,  6^. 

Apples,  traded  for,  50-52. 

Apple  trees,  purchased,  53;  planted,  238,  256;  die,  255, 

307- 
Arbor  Day,  significance,  xiv. 
Arsenal,  see  Dearborn  arsenal. 
Atwater  Street,  railroad  tracks  in,  190. 
Axes,  pioneers  use,  xiii;  Nowlins  use,  28,  41,  50,  166, 

187. 

Bainbridge,  Captain  William,  in  Tripolitan  War,  227. 

Bake  kettle,  described,  113. 

Baobab  trees,  age,  185. 

Barbary  States,  war  described,  224-36. 

Barbed  wire,  use,  xiv. 

Barca,  Desert  of.  General  Eaton  crosses,  234. 

Bark  Covered  House,  built,  28;  abandoned,  54;  rattle- 
snake enters,  54-55. 

Barnard, ,  early  Dearborn  settler,  269. 

Barnum's  American  Museum,  visited,  313. 

Bay,  J.  Christian,  estimate  of  The  Bark  Covered  House^ 
xvi. 

Beal,  William,  shoots  bear,  47;  reports  gossip,  65;  men- 
tioned, 95;  hunting  partner  of  William  Nowlin, 
198-211. 
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Bears,  visit  Bark  Covered  House,  35;  shot,  47-48; 
locomotive  whistle  mistaken  for,  195-96;  story  of 
hunt,  212-23;  leave  Wayne  County,  223;  raid  pig- 
pen, 239. 

Bees,  make  honey,  120;  habits  of,  121,  128-31. 

Biddle  House,  history,  57. 

Bishop,  Levi,  urges  publication  of  The  Bark  Covered 
House,  xvii;  career,  xxxi;  poetry  quoted,  105,  220- 
21. 

Black  ash  swamps,  cows  cross,  69;  road  built  across, 

Black  ash  trees,  bark  used  to  roof  log  house,  28. 
Blare,  Asa,  Indian  annoys,  36,  269;  buys  farm,  4I; 

owns  oxen,  49,  61,  76-77;  loans  fire,  90;  teases  John 

S,  Nowlin,  151-52;  house  seen,  170;  as  earlv  settler, 

266. 
Blare,  John,  Indian  annoys  faniily,  36;  builds  house, 

268-69. 
Blue-joint  grass,  harvested,  61-63. 
Blue  racers,  in  pioneer  Michigan,  55-56. 
Boston  Elm,  story  of,  184-85. 
Boundary  dispute,  with  Ohio,  141-48. 
Bounty,  on  wolves,  93. 
Brant,  Joseph,  Mohawk  chief,  loi. 
Brantville,  Mohawk  settlement  near,  loi. 
Bread,  method  of  baking  in  fireplace,  113-14. 
Brick,  Xowlin  Castle  built  of,  270. 
Bronson,  Rev.  Alfred,  crusades  against  French  markets, 

58. 
Brown,  General  Joseph,  leader  in  Toledo  War,  142-44. 
Buckwheat,  crop  raised,  119-20. 
Buffalo,  sojourn  of  Nowlin  family  in,  13-16. 
Buggy,  William  Nowlin  buys,  247-48. 
Bullets,  velocity,  158-59. 
Bullshead  Hotel,  mentioned,  65. 
Burlend,  Rebecca,  narrative  mentioned,  xv. 
Burns, ,  Detroit  merchant,  58. 
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Buttonwood  tree,  use  as  well  casing,  54. 

Campbell, ,  fugitive  slave,  283-95. 

Canada,  visit  described,  249-50;  refuge  of  fugitive 
slaves,  283-95;  ^-'owlin  party  traverses,  296-97. 

Canoes,  use  in  fishing,  154;  pleasure  ride  described, 
161-65. 

Cart,  Henry  Travis  constructs,  51;  loans,  54. 

Catskill,  X.  Y.,  Xowlin  family  passes,  8-9. 

Catskill  Mountains,  Xowlin  family  crosses,  9;  appear- 
ance, 315. 

Cattle,  raised,  xxiv,  136, 301 ;  purchased,  28;  mosquitoes 
annoy,  29-30;  marketed  in  Xew  York  City,  xxiv, 
65;  lost  in  woods,  68-73;  flies  torment,  74-75;  ruse 
concerning,  301-304.    See  also  oxen. 

Cellar,  dug,  117. 

Centennial  Year,  arouses  interest  in  history  of  coun- 
try, xviii. 

Central  High  School,  mentioned,  xxi. 

Central  Park,  visited,  313. 

Chestnut  trees,  Etna  Chestnut  Tree,  185;  John  Xowlin 
owns,  322. 

Chicago,  visited,  301-302. 

Chicago  Road,  mentioned,  xxv,  173, 305;  Xowlin  family 
travels,  25-27;  history,  26-27. 

Civil  War,  Union  regiment  encountered,  317-18. 

Clapp, -,  buys  land,  46. 

Clark, -,  discovers  Indian  remains,  103-105. 

Constitution,  in  Tripolitan  War,  231,  235. 

Cook,  Levi,  career,  58-59. 

Copper,  in  Upper  Peninsula,  146. 

Corduroy  road,  described,  132. 

Cordwood,  burned,  166;  sold  to  railroad,  171,  187-91. 

Corn,  method  of  planting  described,  42;  settlers  raise, 
46-48. 

Covey,  Mrs.  X.,  composes  farewell  poem,  10;  migrates 
to  Michigan,  lo-ii. 

Cows,  see  cattle. 
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Cowbells,  use  of,  68-69. 

Cowpcr's  wheel,  mentioned,  302. 

Crandell,  Anna,  marries  William  Xowlin,  xxv. 

Crandell,  Reuben,  husband  of  Rachel  Xowlin,  161; 
encounter  with  deer,  208-11;  hunts  bears,  212-23. 

Cremer,  William,  races  railroad  train,  172-74. 

Dearborn  (Dearbornville),  growth,  xxv;  volunteers 
for  Toledo  War  recruited,  142;  in  political  cam- 
paign of  1 840,  1 49-53;  story  of  first  railroad  train, 
171-77;  Fourth  of  July  celebrated,  225;  early  set- 
tlers near,  268. 

Dearborn  Arsenal,  John  Xowlin  employed  at,  135-40; 
history,  138. 

Dearborn  Township,  John  Xowlin  buys  land  in,  7; 
early  settlers  listed,  266. 

Dearbornville,  see  Dearborn. 

Decatur,  Commodore  Stephen,  exploits  in  Tripolitan 
W^ar,  227-33. 

Deer,  visit  Xowlin  neighborhood,  34;  cattle  as  decoys 
for,  69;  hunted,  80-93,  187-88,  1 98-211;  seasonal 
changes,  80-81;  fighting  qualities,  208-11. 

Democrats,  in  campaign  of  1840,  150-53. 

Derham,  Dr.,  computes  sound  velocity,  159. 

Derne,  General  Eaton  captures,  234-35. 

Desert  of  Barca,  General  Eaton  crosses,  234. 

Detroit,  as  market  town,  8,  199;  in  1834,  described,  23- 
24;  settlers  visit,  51;  French  markets,  57-58;  rail- 
road depots,  190;  beauty  of  site,  302. 

Detroit  City  Hall,  site  of,  in  1834,  described,  2<;;  rail- 
road station  on  site,  190. 

Detroit  River,  fish  run  up  Ecorse  from,  157-58. 

Dragon  tree,  age,  185. 

Dry  farming,  art  mastered,  xiv. 

"Dust  Bowl,"  synonym  for  Great  American  Desert 
xiv. 

Dutch  chimney,  described,  108-11. 

Eagle  Tavern,  Xowlins  patronize,  248-50. 
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Eaton,  General  William,  exploits  in  Tripolitan  War, 
227,  233-36. 

Ecorse  River,  described,  xxiv;  runs  through  Nowlin 
farm,  37;  bottom  grass  cut,  61;  early  settlers  on, 
67,  266-67;  middle  branch  identified,  70;  Indian 
remains  found,  105-106;  fishing  experiences  related, 
154;  story  of  canoe  upset,  161-65;  mentioned,  178, 
252.    See  also  Reed  Creek. 

Elm  trees,  story  of  giant,  178-80;  of  Boston  Elm, 
184-85. 

Enterprise^  early  steamboat,  7. 

Erie  Canal,  Nowlin  family  travels  on,  11-12;  recollec- 
tions of,  299. 

Etna  Chestnut  Tree,  age,  185. 

Fires,  on  steamboat,  22;  Detroit  burned,  24;  pioneer 
methods  of  lighting,  89-90;  in  chimney,  in;  in 
fireplace,  described,  11 2-13, 

Fireplace,  described,  111-13;  cooking  methods,  113-14. 

Fire-ship,  used  in  Tripolitan  War,  231-33. 

Fire  steels,  use  explained,  91. 

Fish,  in  Ecorse  River,  154-58. 

Fishkill,  N.  Y.,  William  Nowlin  revisits,  314. 

Flies,  torment  cattle,  74-75. 

Flint,  used  in  starting  fires,  90. 

Ford,  Henry,  estate,  173;  destroys  tavern,  174. 

Forest,  problem  of  survival  in,  xiii-xv;  cleared,  28,  41- 
42,  49-50,  119-20,  166-67,  178-82;  cows  hunted, 
68-73;  game  hunted,  80-93,  187-88,  195-223;  storm 
uproots,  83-89;  beauty  of,  168-70.  See  also  the 
several  varieties  of  trees,  and  cordwood. 

Forsyth  Tavern,  home  of  John  Kinzie,  23-24. 

Fort  Miami,  Ohio  army  at,  143. 

Fourth  of  July,  celebrated,  225,  248-51. 

Fremont,  John  C,  explorations,  315-16. 

Fremont's  Peak,  ascended,  315. 

French  and  Indian  War,  powder  horn  used  in,  226. 

French  bogs,  cattle  feed  on,  34,  73. 
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French  settlers,  raise  apples,  52;  social  habits  con- 
demned, 58. 

Frock,  worn  by  John  Xowlin,  116-17. 

Fugitive  slaves,  find  refuge  in  Canada,  283-95. 

Fugitive  Slave  Law,  provisions,  283. 

(lERMANS,  settle  on  Xowlin  farm,  256. 

(Jill  nets,  use  destroys  fish  runs,  158. 

Gilpin,  Henry  D.,  mentioned,  40. 

Goat  Island,  Xowlin  party  visits,  319. 

Goodcl,  Squire,  pays  wolf  bounty,  93. 

Grand  River,  Mohawk  settlement  on,  loi. 

Great  American  Desert,  see  Great  Plains. 

Great  Plains,  economy  of  life  on,  xiii-xv. 

Great  Western  Railway,  Xowlin  party  travels  on, 
280,  296. 

Greenwood  Cemetery,  Xowlin  party  visits,  313. 

Guns,  use  discussed,  158-60. 

Halpin,  William,  makes  wagon,  I40. 

Hamet,  ally  of  General  William  Eaton,  234-35. 

Hand  Station,  on  site  of  Indian  Hill,  103. 

Hardscrabble  Road,  built,  29,  132-33. 

Harlem  Railroad,  Xowlin  party  travels  on,  300,  31 4, 

3J6-17. 
Harrison,  William  H.,  as  presidential  candidate,  148- 

53- 
Hay,  harvested,  61-63,   135-36;  fed  to  oxen,  76-77; 

purchased,  77-78. 
Henry  Clay^  early  steamboat,  7. 
Hodge  family,  boards  hunters,  198-99. 
Hogs,  William  Xowlin's  first,  42-46;  bears  raid  pen, 

239. 

Holden, ,  hunting  experiences,  204,  209-11. 

Honey,  bees  make,  120-21,  128-31;  story  of  metheglin, 

122-28. 
Hoosier,  use  of  term,  40. 
Hopkins  Grammar  School,  mentioned,  25. 
Hotels,  see  taverns. 


Hotel  runners,  at  Niagara  Falls,  encounter  with,  318- 

House-raising,  for  Novvlin  family,  28. 

Howard,  Lieut.  Joshua,  builds  mansion,  138. 

Howe,  Elias,  invents  sewing  machine,  116. 

Hudson  (North)  River,  Nowlin  party  travels  on,  8-9, 

300;  beauty  of,  315. 
Hudson  River  Railroad,  Nowlin  party  travels  on,  314. 
Hull,   Governor  William,   builds  first   brick   house  in 

Detroit,  57. 
Hutton,  Dr.,  computes  sound  velocity,  160. 
Indians,  annoy  settlers,  35-37,  54;  find  Nowlin  cows, 

71-73;  visit  NowHns,  94-98;  stories  about,  98-107; 

archeological     remains,     103-107,     182-83;     hunt 

bears,  213-16.    See  also  John  Williams. 
Indian    hill,    mentioned,    92;    history,    102-103;    deer 

hunted,  202-203. 
Intrepid,  in  Tripolitan  War,  231-33. 
Iron,  in  Upper  Peninsula,  146. 
Jack-knife,   used  in  starting  fires,  90-91;  story  of, 

related,  139-40. 
Jackson,  Andrew,  signs  land  warrant,  38. 
Jefl^erson  Avenue,  in  1834,  described,  24. 
Johnny  cake,  story  of,  related,   138-40;  in  political 

celebration  of  1840,  150. 
Kalamazoo,  railroad  built  to,  171. 
Kent,  home  of  John  Nowlin,  3. 
Kentucky,  in  Battle  of  Thames,  147;  story  of  fugitive 

slaves    from,   290-93;   William   Nowlin   taken   for 

Kentuckian,  290,  304. 
Kinzie,  John,  Detroit  home  of,  23-24. 
Kinzie,  Mrs.  Juliette  A.,  narrative  mentioned,  13. 
Lake  Erie,  navigated,  6-7, 13-22, 268;  dreaded,  193, 280. 
Light,  Allen,  brother  of  MeHnda  Nowlin,  281;  career, 

281-83;  Nowlin  party  visits,  300-311;  offers  farm 

to  sister,  318,  321-22. 
Light,  Aunt  Betsey,  wife  of  Allen  Light,  305. 
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Log  house,  built,  28,  53-54;  construction  described, 
54,  108-16;  in  political  campaign  of  1840,  i^g-^j. 

Long  Island,  watermelons  cultivated,  57. 

Lord,  Elijah,  service  to  posterity,  263-64;  early  settler 
on  Ecorse  River,  266. 

Lord,  Lucy,  in  canoe  upset,  161-65. 

Lovejoy  Hotel,  Nowlin  party  stops  at,  313. 

Lucas,  Governor  Robert,  Ohio  leader  in  Toledo  War, 
143-46. 

Lucifer  matches,  see  matches. 

Lyon,  Lucius,  describes  Toledo  War,  40. 

McVay, ,  sells  cow,  77. 

Maple  sugar,  made,  39. 

Maple  trees,  punk  obtained  from,  89;  planted,  263-64. 

Mariners'  Church,  story  of,  23. 

Marshes,  grass  harvested,  61-63;  oxen  suffer  from, 
76-78. 

Martineau,  Harriet,  narrative  cited,  57. 

Massasauga,  see  rattlesnakes. 

Mason,  Governor  S.  T.,  Michigan  leader  in  Toledo 
War,  142-46. 

Matches,  invention  of,  91. 

Mather,  Alonzo  T.,  as  Whig  leader,  149;  hunts  steam 
whistle,  195-96;  owns  Nowlin  Castle  farm,  269. 

AlayJIou-er,  mentioned,  181. 

Michigan,  Xowlin  migration  to,  4-27;  boundary  dis- 
pute with  Ohio,  141-48;  debt  to  Ohio,  I47-48; 
builds  railroads,  171;  state  scrip  discounted,  190; 
tribute  to,  311-13. 

Michigan^  early  steamboat,  voyage  of  Xowlin  party  on, 
13-22;  described,  13. 

Michigan  Central  Railroad,  scares  wolves,  93;  built, 
171 ;  story  of  first  train,  171-77;  buys  cord  wood, 
187-91;  depots  in  Detroit,  190;  construction  de- 
scribed, 191-93;  whistle  introduced,  193-96. 

Mill,  on  Rouge  River,  51. 

Mohawk  Indians,  settlement  of,  loi. 
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Monroe,  role  in  Toledo  War,  146. 

Monroe  Boulevard,  opened,  29. 

Monteith,  Rev.  John,  describes  immorality  of  Detroit, 

57-58. 
Moody,  H.,  tells  Indian  anecdote,  101-102. 
Morse,  Jedediah,  as  geographer,  4. 
Morse,  Samuel  F.  B.,  invents  telegraph,  299. 
Mortgages,  on  Xowlin  farm,  76-78,  134;  paid,  197,  208; 

William  Xowlin  assumes,  252. 
Mosquitoes,  as  pest  to  pioneers,  29-34. 
Murderers,  Indian  treatment  of,  101-102. 
Newberry,  Oliver,  as  ship  builder,  13. 
Newberry,  Walter  L.,  mentioned,  13. 
Newburg,  William  Nowlin  revisits,  314. 
New  York,  home  of  Nowlin  family,  3-7;  migration 

from,  8-16;  settler  from,  70;  Nowlins  revisit,  27, 

193,  279-80,  296-322, 
New  York  Central  Raih-oad,  Nowlin  party  travels  on, 

297-300,318-19. 
New  York  City,  Nowlins  visit,  6,  313;  as  cattle  market, 

xxiv,  65. 
New  York  House,  Nowlin  party  lodges  at,  319-21. 
New  York  State  Capitol,  visited,  316. 
Niagara,  early  steamboat,  7. 
Niagara  Falls,  pest  of  hotel  runners,  318-19;  Nowlin 

party  visits,  319-21. 
Niagara  Suspension  Bridse,  Nowlin  party  crosses,  297, 

.   318.  _ 
North  River,  see  Hudson  River. 
Nowlin,  Abigail  (Abbie),  birth,  39;  visits  Detroit,  57; 

borrows  fire,  90;  grave,  324. 
N^owlin,  Abbie,  sister  of  Melinda  Nowlin,  removes  to 

Michigan,  40.    See  also  George  Purdy. 
Nowlin,  Betsey  (Bessie),  career,  xix-xx;  as  co-author 

of   The   Bark    Covered    House,   xx-xxi;    adventure 

with  Indian,  94-96;  cares  for  mother,  323;  grave, 

324. 
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Nowlin,  John,  changes  undergone  since  his  time,  xxv- 
xxvi;  early  life,  3;  migration  to  Michigan,  4-27; 
owns  rifle,  6,  9;  buys  farm,  7,  25,  37,  253;  builds 
house,  28,  53-54,  108-16,  269-72;  ownership  of 
oxen,  28,  34,  49.  57-6i,  76-78,  134-35.  Ho;  fears 
Indian,  37;  clears  forest,  28,  41-42,  49-50,  119-20, 
166-67,  178-83;  buys  apple  trees,  ^2'^  raises  melons, 
56-57;  visits  Detroit,  6-8,  22-25,  5^  57~6o,  190, 
296;  hunts  cows,  68-73;  mortgages  farm,  76-78, 
134,  197,  208;  hunting  experiences,  80-93;  attitude 
toward  Indians,  98;  as  story  teller,  99-101,  224-36, 
277;  builds  barn,  1 17-18;  finds  honey,  121,  128-31; 
makes  metheglin,  122-28;  works  at  arsenal,  135-40; 
buys  wagon,  140;  opinion  of  Toledo  War,  141-42; 
political  sentiments,  151;  catches  fish,  157;  sells 
cordwood,  171,  187-91;  owns  powder  horn,  225-26; 
attains  prosperity,  237-48,  273-80;  shoots  turkeys, 
245;  gives  land  to  children,  252-55;  declining  years, 
258-59,  273-80,  322-23;  early  settler  on  Ecorse 
River,  266;  builds  Xowlin  Castle,  269-75;  as  stone 
mason,  269-70;  burial  place,  323-24. 

Xowlin,  John  Smith,  falls  into  canal,  11-12;  career,  12; 
adventure  with  snake,  55-56;  with  Indian,  94-96; 
with  metheglin,  123-27;  teased,  151-52;  runs  errand, 
219;  founds  home,  254-55;  visits  New  York,  296- 
322. 

Nowlin,  Melinda,  wife  of  John  Nowlin,  early  life,  3; 
dreads  migration,  5-6;  ill  health,  5,  9,  40;  fears 
rattlesnake,  54-55;  poverty  irks,  79;  Indians  visit, 
96-98;  baking  methods,  113-14;  rooms  described, 
114-16;  aids  husband,  119-20;  raises  calves,  136; 
worries  over  mortgage,  197;  hospitality,  79,  238; 
as  singer,  278;  visits  old  home,  27,  193,  279-80, 
296-322;  rears  brother,  281;  meeting  with,  305; 
closing  years,  323-24, 

NowHn,  Michael,  marries  Sarah  Nowlin,  253;  career, 
253-54. 
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Nowlin,  Rachel,  mentioned,  I2;  in  canoe  upset,  161-65. 

Nowlin,  Sarah,  adventure  with  snake,  55;  with  Indian, 

94-96;   marries    Michael    Nowlin,    253;    removals, 

.   ^53-54. 

Nowlin,  Sarah,  sister  of  Melinda  Nowlin,  removes  to 
Michigan,  40. 

Nowlin,  William,  as  author,  xvi-xxi;  career,  xxii-xxvi; 
opposes  family  migration,  5;  owns  shotgun,  6, 
9;  falls  into  canal,  ii,  299;  story  of  first  pig,  42- 
46;  as  hunter,  48,  80-93,  i97~2^3>  241-45;  visits 
Detroit,  22-25,  57-60,  190,  248-50,  287-95;  drinks 
whiskey,  61-63;  addresses  temperance  meeting, 
64-66;  hunts  cows,  68-73;  clears  forest,  41-42,  50, 
119-20,  166-67,  179-84;  purloins  metheglin,  122-28; 
injured,  135;  fishing  experiences,  154-58;  story  of 
canoe  upset,  161-65;  sees  first  railroad  train,  172-77; 
affection  for  trees,  185-86;  hauls  cordwood,  187-91; 
buys  rifle,  188-89;  courts  wife,  247-51;  first  home, 
252;  loans  money  to  father,  274-76;  plans  family 
reunion,  277-79;  visit  to  New  York,  27,  193,  279-80, 
296-322;  boyhood  earnings,  281-82;  hires  fugitive 
slaves,  283-86;  story  of  lost  watch,  286-95;  appre- 
ciation of  Michigan,  311-13;  grave,  324. 

Nowlin,  William,  father  of  John  Nowlin,  story  of 
powder  horn,  225-26. 

Nowlin  Castle,  mentioned,  xxv-xxvi;  site  identified, 
29,  132;  history  of  farm,  269;  built,  269-72;  old-age 
home  of  Melinda  NowHn,  323. 

Nowlin  Cemetery,  mentioned,  xxvi;  described,  324. 

Oak  tree,  "shakes"  made  for  roof,  54;  story  of,  178, 
181-84. 

Obadiah,  fugitive  slave,  story  of,  283-95. 

Ohio,  cattle  driven  to  Michigan,  28;  boundary  dispute 
with,  141-48;  debt  of  Michigan  to,  147-48. 

Ontario,  historical  evolution,  296:  character  of  western, 

170-71- 
Otsego  County,  N.Y.,  sojourn  of  Nowlin  family  in,  8-10. 
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Owls,  leave  Nowlin  clearing,  170-71. 

Oxen,  Nowlin  family  owns,  28,  34,  49,  76-78,  134-36, 
140;  mosquitoes  annoy,  29-30;  in  wheat  field,  50; 
journey  to  Detroit,  57-60;  flies  torment,  74;  pre- 
tended purchase,  301-304. 

Ox-flies,  torment  cattle,  74. 

Ozee,  William,  volunteers  for  Toledo  War,  142-43; 
kills  deer,  187-88. 

Pardee,  Joseph,  mentioned,  xxvi,  170;  career,  25-26, 
65-67;  aids  Nowlin  family,  27-28;  ignores  mos- 
quitoes, 30-33;  partner  of  John  Nowlin,  34,  46-48; 
incurs  enmity  of  Indian,  37;  brother-in-law  migrates 
to  Michigan,  41;  criticism  of  William  Nowlin,  65; 
exchanges  work,  134;  as  early  settler,  266,  268, 

Pardee  Road,  as  Indian  trail,  25. 

"Pathfinder  of  the  Rockies,"  title  accorded  John  C. 
Fremont,  316. 

Paulding,  John,  captor  of  Major  Andre,  65. 

Peekskill,  N.  Y.,  home  of  Joseph  Pardee,  26,  65; 
visited,  314. 

Philadelphia^  naval  ship,  destruction  of,  227-29. 

Phlihaven,  Mrs.,  loans  money,  77,  134. 

Pickerel  (pike)  in  Ecorse  River,  154-58. 

Pigs,  William  Nowlin's  first,  41-46;  bears  raid  pen,  239. 

Pike,  see  pickerel. 

Pilgrims,  mentioned,  182. 

Pioneers,  learn  forest  economy,  xii-xiv;  plains  economy, 
xiv-xv;  tribute  to,  259-67. 

Plymouth  Rock,  mentioned,  182. 

Ponce  de  Leon,  seeks  fountain  of  youth,  262. 

Pontiac  and  Detroit  Railroad,  built,  171. 

Pontiacers,  flies,  torment  cattle,  74-75. 

Potatoes,  raised,  78-79;  cellar  dug,  117. 

Poughkeepsie,  route  via,  9,  315. 

Poverty,  sufferings  of  Nowlin  family,  78-79. 

Powder  horn,  of  William  Nowlin  described,  225-26. 

Prindel,  Abel,  owns  powder  horn,  226. 
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Punk,  used  to  start  fires,  89-90. 

Purdy,  George,  brother-in-law  of  Melinda  Nowlin, 
crosses  Lake  Erie,  7;  migrates  to  Michigan,  40; 
rescues  William  Nowlin,  135;  buys  oxen,  140;  hunts 
bears,  219-23;  early  settler  on  Ecorse  River,  266-67. 

Putnam, ,  settler,  mentioned,  200. 

Putnam  County,  N.  Y.,  home  of  John  Nowlin,  3,  27. 

Quebec  Province,  historical  evolution,  296. 

Raccoons,  hunted,  206-207. 

Railroads,  wolves  fear,  93;  early,  at  Detroit,  171;  first 
train  to  Dearborn,  171-77;  construction  described, 
191-93;  steam  whistle  introduced,  193-96.  See  also 
Michigan  Central  and  other  companies. 

Rattlesnakes,  enter  house,  54-55;  in  pioneer  Michigan, 
69-70. 

Reed, ,  settler  on  Reed  Creek,  70,  89. 

Reed  Creek,  cattle  hunted,  70-71;  game  hunted,  88, 
202-203,  208,  212-23.    See  also  Ecorse  River. 

Revolution,  American,  stays  growth  of  Detroit,  24; 
powder  horn  used  in,  226. 

Rifle,  as  tool  of  pioneers,  xiii;  John  Nowlin  uses,  6,  9; 
WiUiam  Nowlin  uses,  80-93,  i97~^^3)  ^4^~45- 

Roads,  see  Chicago  Road,  Hardscrabble  Road,  Tele- 
graph Road,  etc. 

Robbers,  attempt  upon  Nowlin  family,  13-16. 

Robins, -,  computes  sound  velocity,  160. 

Romeo,  home  of  Michael  Nowlin,  253. 

Romulus  Township,  bears  hunted,  220, 

Rouge  River,  mill  on,  51;  Ten  Eyck  Tavern  near,  173. 

Rumford,  Count,  computes  sound  velocity,  160. 

Royal  Oak,  railroad  built  to,  171. 

Sabbath,  violated  in  early  Detroit,  57-58. 

Schools,  of  New  York,  appearance  of,  307. 

Scythe,  as  mowing  tool,  63. 

Seward,  William  H.,  statue  of,  viewed,  316. 

Sewing  machine,  invented,  116. 

Sheldon,  Arvin,  hunting  experience  related,  204-207. 
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Sheldon  Thompson^  early  steamboat,  history  of,  6-7. 

Sleet  storm,  effect  on  forest  described,  168-70. 

Storms,  on  Lake  Erie,  6-7,  16-22;  wind  levels  forest, 
83-85;  sleet,  described,  168-70. 

Slaves,  Americans  enslaved  in  Barbary  States,  229-30, 
235-36;  fugitive,  emploved  by  William  Xowlin, 
283-86;  suspected  of  theft,  286-95. 

Smith,  Griffin,  aids  Nowlin  family,  8-9,  11. 

Smith, ,  as  roadmaster,  25. 

Smoke,  as  mosquito  repellent,  30,  22- 

Snakes,  in  early  Michigan,  54-56,  69-70.  See  rattle- 
snakes, blue  racers,  massasauga. 

Snow,  Dr.,  mentioned,  62,  203. 

Sod  hut,  replaces  log  cabin,  xiv. 

Soldiers,  in  Toledo  War,  141-48;  Union  regiment  en- 
countered, 317-18. 

Steamboats,  on  Lake  Erie,  6-7,  i3-i4>  16-22. 

Stephenson,  George,  invents  steam  whistle,  196. 

Stockman, ,  loans  oxen,  134. 

Stone,  used  as  building  material,  269-70. 

Subdividers,  operations  of,  xxvi. 

Subsoil  plowing,  introduced,  xiv. 

Sunshine,  intensity  of  in  Michigan,  50. 

Superior^  early  steamboat,  7. 

Susquehanna  River,  mentioned,  8. 

Tappan,  President,  dismissal  of,  xxxi. 

Taverns,  Nowlins  patronize,  13-16,  23-26,  248-50, 
313,  316-19.  See  also  Thompson,  Ten  Eyck, 
Biddle,  United  States,  Eagle,  etc. 

Taylor,  Charlotte  Ann,  founds  Mariners'  Church,  23. 

Taylor  Center,  deer  hunted,  204. 

Taylor  Township,  Indian  Hill  in,  102;  as  hunting 
ground,  198-207. 

Telegraph,  early  development  of  lines,  299. 

Telegraph  matches,  see  matches. 

Telegraph  Road,  mentioned,  xxv,  102,  200;  origin  of 
name,  299. 
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Thompson,  ,   tavern  keeper,   befriends  Nowlins, 

25-26,  45-46;  tavern  mentioned,  173-74. 

Ten  Eyck,  Conrad,  tavern,  172-74;  career,  173-74. 

Ten  Eyck  Tavern,  172-74. 

The  American  Universal  Geography,  mentioned,  4. 

The  Bark  Covered  House,  characterized,  xv-xvi;  author- 
ship discussed,  xvii-xxi;  editions,  xxvi-xxvii. 

"The  Star  in  the  East,"  song,  278-79. 

Thrashing  floor,  described,  1 17-18. 

Tillson,  Mrs.  Christiana  H.,  narrative  mentioned,  xvii. 

Tippecanoe,  General  Harrison  in  battle  of,  149. 

Toledo,  site  awarded  to  Ohio,  141. 

Toledo  War,  mentioned,  40;  story  of,  141-48. 

Tompkins,  Daniel  D.,  aids  in  recovery  of  lost  watch, 

^87-94. 
Travis,  Adelia,  wife  of  William  Xowlin,  characterized, 

xxiv-xxv;    courtship,    248-51;    career,    251;    visits 

New  York,  296-322;  grave,  324. 
Travis,  Harriet  Wescott,  career,  251. 
Travis,  Henry,  mentioned,  xxvi;  migrates  to  Michigan, 

41;  makes  cart,  51,  54;  career,  251;  early  settler  on 

Ecorse  River,  266. 
Trees,  see  forest,  and  the  several  varieties  of  trees. 
Tripolitan  War,  events  narrated,  224-37. 
Turkeys,  destroy  crop,  48;  hunted,  241-45. 
Turnips,  crop  raised,  50;  traded  for  apples,  51-52. 
Unadilla,  N.  Y.,  Xowlin  family  visits,  8-1 1. 
United  States  Hotel,  history,  23. 
Upper  Canada,   origin    of  name,    296;    Nowlin    party 

traverses,  296-97. 
Upper  Peninsula,  awarded  to  Michigan,  141. 
Utica,  N.  Y.,  route  via,  11. 
Van  Born  Road,  Nowlin  Cemetery  adjoins,  324. 
Van  Buren,  Martin,  signs  land  warrant,  38. 
Wagon,  purchased,  190. 
Walk-in-the-Water,  early  steamboat,  7. 
War  of  1812,  powder  horn  used  in,  226. 
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Watch,  dog,  on  bear  hunt,  219-22. 

Watch,  lost,  story  of,  286-95. 

Watermelons,  raised,  56-57. 

IVau  Bun,  mentioned,  13. 

Wayne  University,  mentioned,  xxi. 

Westchester  County,  N.  Y.,  home  of  Joseph  Pardee,  65. 

Wheat,  raised,  49-50. 

Whig  Party,  in  campaign  of  1840,  148-53. 

Whippoorwill,  as  songster,  241. 

Whiskey,  Indians  drink,  36,  96-97;  harvesters  drink, 

61-63;  temperance  address,  64-66. 
Whistle,  steam,  introduced,  193-96. 
Whitewood,  used  in  houses,  54;  in  canoes,  154;  size  of 

trees,  167. 

W'hitmore, ,  hunts  steam  whistle,  195. 

IVilliam  Penn,  early  steamboat,  7. 

Williams,  John,  Indian  outcast,  annoys  settlers,  35-37, 

54,  268-69;  characterized,  98. 
Wilson,  James,  hunts  deer,  85;  bears,  219-23. 
Wind,  see  storms. 
Wind  River  Range,  Fremont's  Peak  in,  315. 

Windsor, ,  early  Dearborn  settler,  269. 

Windsor,  settlement  of  fugitive  slaves  near,  286-95. 

Wisconsin,  loses  Upper  Peninsula,  141. 

Wolverine,  origin  of  term,  39-40. 

W'olves,  visit  Xowlin  neighborhood,  "^z^;  hunted,  91-93. 

Wood,  settlers  burn,  166-67.   See  also  cordwood,  forest, 

and  the  several  varieties  of  trees. 
Woodward  Avenue,  railroad  tracks  in,  iqo. 
Ypsilanti,  railroad  built  to,   171;   home  of  Michael 

Xowlin,  254. 
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1.  The  Autobiography  of  Benjamin  Franklin.  .  .  .  1903 

2.  Inaugural  Addresses  of  the  Presidents  of  the 
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III.  Slavery 1909 
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IV.  Secession,  War,  Reconstruction 1910 
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10.  Reminiscences  of  Early  Chicago 1912 
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and  Fifties 1913 
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14.  Life  of  Black  Hawk 1916 

15.  The  Indian  Captivity  of  O.  M.  Spencer 1917 

16.  Pictures  of  Illinois  One  Hundred  Years  Ago. . .  1918 

17.  A  Woman's  Story  of  Pioneer  Illinois  by  Chris- 

tiana Holmes  Tillson 1919 

18.  The  Conquest  of  the  Illinois  by  George  Rogers 

Clark 1920 

19.  Alexander  Henry's  Travels  and  Adventures  in 

the  Years  1760-1776 1921 

20.  John  Long's  Voyages  and  Travels  in  the  Years 

1768-1788 1922 

21.  Adventures  of  the  First  Settlers  on  the  Oregon 

or  Columbia  River  by  Alexander  Ross 1923 

22.  The  Fur  Hunters  of  the  Far  West  by  Alexander 

Ross 1924 

23.  The  Southwestern  Expedition  of  Zebulon  M. 

Pike 1925 

24.  Commerce  of  the  Prairies  by  Josiah  Gregg.  .  .  .  1926 

25.  Death  Valley  in  '49  by  William  L.  Manly.  .  .  .  1927 

26.  Bidwell's  Echoes  of  the  Past — Steele's  In  Camp 

and  Cabin 1928 

27.  Kendall's  Texan  Santa  Fe  Expedition 1929 

28.  Pattie's  Personal  Narrative 1930 

29.  Alexander  Mackenzie's  Voyage  to  the  Pacific 

Ocean  in  1793 1931 

30.  Wau-Bun,  The  '  'Early  Day  "  in  the  North-West 

by  Mrs.  John  H.  Kinzie 1932 

31.  Forty  Years  a  Fur  Trader  by  Charles 

Larpenteur 1933 

32.  Narrative  of  the  Adventures  of  Zenas  Leonard  1934 

33.  Kit  Carson's  Autobiography 1935 

34.  A    True    Picture   of    Emigration    by    Rebecca 
Burlend 1936 
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